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AP 
ILLUSTRISSIMAM ACADEMIAM 
•CANTABRIGIENSEM. 



HO C tibi de jato, ditifllma mater> egeno 
Exigitum immenn pignus amorU habe% 
Heuy mcHora tibi dcpromere dona volentes 

Aftringit gratas parcior area manus. 
Tune tui poteris vocem hic agnofcere nati 

Tarn male formataro> diiTimilemque tuse P 
Tunc hlc matemi vefligia facra decoris^ 

Tu fpeculam poteris hic reperire tuum P 
?o^ longum, dices> Coulei, fic mihi- tempus ? 

Sic mihi fperanti, perfide, multa redis ? 
Qus, dJcesy SagflB Lemttr^fque Desque, nocentet^ 

Hone mihi in infantis fuppofuere loco ? 
At tu, #inSa parens^ crudelis tu quoque, nati 

Ne tra^^es deKtra vuinera cruda i-udi. 
Hei mihi, guid fatp genetrix accedis iniquo ? 

Sit fors, fed non As, i|>£a» noverca nuhi« 

B a Si 
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Si mihi natali Mufanim adolefcere in arvo^ 
' Si bene dile6lo luxuriare folo^ 
Si mihi de do£la licuifTet plenius undi 

Haurire, ingentem fi fatiare fitim, 
Nov ego degenen dtibttablli« ore r«diremf 

Nee legeres nomen fufa rubore meum. 
Scis bene, fcis quae me temp^ftas publica mundii 

Kaptatrix veftro fuilulit e gremio, 
Nee pede adhuc firmo, nee firmo dente, negati 

PxjfcentcTn qucrulb murmure la^lis opem. 
Sic quondam, aerium ventd bellante per aequor. 

Cum gravidum autumnum faova ilagellat hjemf^ 
Immatura fua velluntur ab arbore poma, 

Et vi vi£la eadunt ; arbor & ipfa gemit, 
Nondum fuccus ineft terree generofus avitar^ 

Nondiim fol rofco redditur ore pater. 
O mihi jucundiim G^'antae fiipcr omnia nomcn I" 

O penitus toto cordfe receptus amorl 
O pulchrae fine Uixu aedes, vitasque beatap^ 

Splendida paupertasi ingenuufque decor I ' 
O charaante alias, magnorum nomine regum-. 

Digna domus ! Trini nomine digna Dei I ' 
O nimiunr Cereris cumulati munere campi, 

Pofthabitis Enmaequos colit ilia jugip ! 
O iacri fontes t 8c facrae vatibus umbrae, 

Quas recreant avitim Pieridijmque chori f ' 
O Camus r Phoebo nullus quo gratior amnis I 

Amnibus auriferis invidiofus inops t ' 
Ah mihi fi veftrac reddat bona gaudia fedis^ 

Detque Deus do6l^ poffe quicte fruii 
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<^j|lis eram, cum me tranquiHa roente fedentem 

Vidifti in ripa, Oame Xepene, tua $ 
Mul^entom audifti puerili flumina cantii-9 

lUe quidem immerito, £ed tibi grattis cxat* 
Nam, m^mini ripa cum tu dignatus utraquc* 

Dignatum cfk totum verba referre nemu$. 
Tunc liquidis tacitiique fimul mea vita diebue* 

£t ilmilis veiiree Candida fluxit aqu«. 
At nufit ccenofae luces, atqueobice mult9 

Rumpitur aetatis turbidus ordo meae* {unda? 

Quid mih^Sequana opus, Tamefi&ve aut Thybridis 

Tu potis es noftram tollere, Came, fitiro, 
Felix, qui nunquara plus uno viderit amne I 

Quique eadem Salicis littora more colit I 
7elix, qui non tentatus fordefcere mundus, 

£t cui pauperies nota nitere poteft ! 
Tempore cui nullo mifcra experientia conftat, 

Vt res humanas /entiat efie nihil ! 
At nos exemplis fortuna inftruxit opimis, 

Et documentortim fatque fuperque dedit« 
Cum capita avulium diadema, infraftaque fceptra, 

ContufafqMc hominum forte minante minas, 
Parcanim ludos, 8c non tra6lal)ilc fatura, 

Et verfas fundo vidimus oibis opes. 
^is poterit fragilem poft talia credere puppim 

Infami fcopuUs naufragiifque mari ? 
Tu quoque in hoc terrae tremuifli, Academia, motu. 

(Nee fruftra) atque aedes contremuere tuse : 
Contremucre ipfae pacatas Pall ad is acres ; 

£t timuit fulmen iaiu'ca fandla novum. 
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Ah quanquam iratttw, peftem hatic lycrtere mntieir^ 

Nee faltem bellis ifta lice re, velie ! 
NoSy tua progenie«» pertamus j 5i ecee, pcfimuf ! 

In no8 jvi babeat t jut habet omne malum. 
Tu ftabilis* breviom genua iromortale nepotum 

Fundes $ nee tibi mora ipfa fuperftea erit i 
Semper plena manent uteri de fonte perenni 

Formofas mitces ad mare mortit aquas. 
Sic Venus humansl quondam y Dea faucta dextri^ 

(Namque folent ipfis bell a nocere Deis) 
Iraploravit opem ruper(im> quciKirque cievit^ 

Tinxit ad'orandus Candida membra cruor. 
Quid quereris ? contemne breves fecura dolores t 

Nam tibi ferre necem vulnera nulla valent* 
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THE' 

AUTHOR'S PREFACE 

T O 

His Edition in Folio, i636« 



AT my return lately into England *, I met by. 
great accident (for fuch I account It to be^ that 
any copy of it ihould be extant any where fo long,.. 
mlcft at his houfe who printed it) a book intituled » 
** The Iron Age," and publiihed under my name, 
during the time of my abfence. I wondered very much 
how one who could be fo fooliih to write fo ill verfes, 
flwold yet be (b wife to fet them forth as another man' a 
rather than his own $ though perhaps he might have 
made a better choice, and not fathered the baftard upr 
08 fnch a perlbn, whofe fteck of reputation is^ I fear» 
little enough for maintenance of his own numerous le-* 
gitimate ofispring of that kind. It would have been 
much It A injurious, if it had pleafed the author to put 
forth Tome of my writings under his own name, rather 
than his. own under mine i he had been ia that a n>ore 
B 4 pardoA'f 
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pardonable plagiary, and bad done lefs wrong by rob-» 
bery, than he does by fuch a bounty ; for noboily can 
be juftified by the imputation eyen of another's merit.i 
and our own coarfe cloaths are like to become us better 
than thofe of another man, though never fo rich : but 
thefe, to fay the truth, were fo beggarly, that I my felf 
was afhamed to wear them. It was in vain for me, 
that I avoided cenfure by the concealment of my own 
writings, if my reputation could be thus executed 
in effigie j and impoflible it is for any good name to be 
in fafety, if the malice of witches have the power to 
coniume and del^roy it in an image of their own mak- 
ing. This indeed was fo ill made, and fo unlike, 
that I hope the charm took no efFe6l. So that I efteem 
myfelf lefs prejudiced by it, than by that which has 
been done to me fmce, almoft in the fame kind 5 which 
is, the publication of fome things of mine without my 
confent or knowledge, and thofe fo mangled and im» 
perfe£b, that I could neither with honour acknowledge^ 
nor with honefty quite difavow them. 

Of which fort, was a- comedy called " The Guar- 
*• dian," printed in the year 1650 5 but made and 
acled before the Prince, in his parage through Cam- 
bridge towards York, at the beginning of the late un- 
happy war J or rather neither made nor a6led, but 
rough-drawn only, and repeated ; for the hafte was fo 
great, that it could neither be rcvifed or perfe£led by 
the author, nor learned without book by the a£lors» 
nor fet forth in any meafure tolerably by the officept of 
the college. After the reprefentation (which, I con- 

fefs. 
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ibis, was fomewhat of the lateft) I began to look it 
over, and changed it very much, ilriking out.fome; 
whole parts, as that of the poet and the foldier ^ but 
I have loft the copy, and dare notthink it defervesthe 
pains to write it again, which makes me omit it in this* 
publication» though there be fome .things in it which 1 
am not ailiamed of, taking the excufe of my age. and 
fmall experience in human converfation when I made 
it. Biit« as it is, it is only the haily firft-fitting of a 
pifture, and therefore like to refemble me accord- 
ingly. 

From this which has happened to myfelf, I began 
to refleft on the fortune of almoft all writers, and cfpe- 
cially poets, whofe works (commonly printed after 
^ their deaths) we find ftufFed out, either with counter- 
I feit pieces, like falfe money put in to fill up the bag, 
though it add nothing to the fum j or with fuch, 
which, though of their own coin, they would have 
called in themfelves, for the bafenefs of the allay : whe- 
ther this proceed from the indifcrction df their friends, 
who think a vaft heap of ftones or rubbifh a better mo- 
nument than a little tomb of marble j or' by the unwor-« 
thy avarice of fome ftationers, who are content to di* 
niniih the value of the author, Co they may inci'eafe 
the price of the book ; and, like vintners, with fophif- 
ticate mixtures, fpoil the whole veflel of wine, to make 
it yield more profit. This has been the cafe with 
Shakefpeare, Fletcher, Jonfon, and many others j part 
of whofe poems' I fhould take the boldnefs to prune and 
/op awaj, .if the care of replanting themin print did 

belong 
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belong to me : neither would I noake any fcrople to axt 
oiFfrom fome the unneceiTary young fuckersy and from 
others the old withered branches ; for a great wh it na 
more tied to live in a vaft volume, than in a gigantic ' 
body $ on the contrary, it is commonly more vigorous^. 
Che lefs fpace it animates. And, as Statiusr fays of lit«» 
tic Tydeus •, 

«' _- Totos infufa per artus 
*' Major in exiguo rcgnabat corpore virtus.** 
I am not ignorant, that, by faying this of others, I 
expofe myfelf to fome raillery, for not ufing the fame 
fevere difcretion in my own cafe, where it concerns me 
nearer : But though I publiih here more than in ftrifl 
wifdom I ought to have done, yet I have fupprelt and 
caft away more than I publifh ; and, for the eafe of 
myfelf and others, have loft, I believe too, more than 
both. And upon thefe confiderations I have been per- 
fuaded to overcome all the juft repugnances of my own 
modefty, and to produce thefe poems to the light and 
view of the world $ not as a thing that I approved of 
in itfelf, but as a lefs evil, which I chofe rather than to 
ilay till it were done for me by fomebody elfe, either 
furreptitiouily before, or avowedly after, my death : 
and this will be the more excufable, when the reader 
ihall know in what refpe£ls he may look upon me as a 
dead, or at leaft a dying perfon^ and upon my Mufe in 
this a£lion, as appearing, like the Emperor Charles the 
Fifth, and ailifting at her own funeral. 

•• Stat. Theb. lib. i. 41^* 

For, 



'fbTy'to make' myMB abfolutely diead in sr poetical 
apiGitjry my refolution at prefentis^ never to exercife. 
any- more that faculty. It is, I confefs, but icldom' 
ften that the poet dies before the man^ foFj whenwe» 
once fall in love ^with that bewitching ait, vrt do not 
alb to court it as a miftrefs, but many it as a wife, and 
take it for better or worfe, as an inieparable coropanion 
of onr whole life. But, as the marriages of infonts dor 
but rarely profper, fo no man ought to wonder at thd^ 
diminution or decay of my arflPe^lion.to poefy^ to which 
I had contra£led myfelf fo much under age>. and {o* 
much to my own. prejudice in regard. of thofe more pro-- 
ffOhW matches, which I might have made among the: 
richer iciences. As for the portion which thia brings*' 
of fame, it is an eftate (if it be any> for men are not I 
(rftener deceived in their hopes of widows, than in their j 
opinion of, ** Exegi monumentum acre perennius^-'*}' { 
that hardly ever comes in whilft we are living to enjoy 
it, but is a fantaftical kifid of reverfion to our own 
felves : neither ought any man to envy poets this poft- 
bumous and imaginary happinefs, fmce they find com* 
monly fo little in prcfent, that it may be truly applied- 
to them, which St. Paul fpeaks of the firft Chriftians^ 
" If •their reward be in this life, they ace of all men 
*' the moft miferable." 

And, if in quiet and flouriniing. times they meet 
with fo fmall encouragement, what are they to exp£6l 
m rough and troubled ones ? If wit be fuch a plant,' 
that it fcarce receives ^eat enough to preferve it alive 
even in the fummer of our cold cUmatei* how oaif* it 
* ch9«fe 
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ckooie but wither in a long and a ihaip winter ^ A wsr* 
like^ variooty and a tragical age it beil to write of» but 
worft to wriu in* And I may, though in a very un* 
equal proportiony afliime that to nykif, which waa 
i|N>ken by Tnlly to a much better peribny upon occ*» 
(ion of the civil wart and revolutiont in hit timet ** Std 
'*%in te itttuenty Brute^ doleo t cu|tt» in adole(centiam« 
^ per mediae laudee^ qnafi^uadrig^t vehentem, trani^ 
^ Teria tneunit miftra fortuna reipttblics */* 

Neither ie the preTent conftitittion of my mind mom 
proper'thanthat of the time* for thit exerciie, or rather 
divertiiement* There if nothing that lequiree To mttch 
ierenity and chearfnlneff of fpirtt | it mnft not be ei- 
ther overwhelmed with the caret of life» or overcaft 
with the cloudf lof melancholy and Corrow, or (haken 
and difturbed with the ftormt of injurious fortune ; it 
muft, like the halcyon^ have fair weather to breed in* 
The foul mud be filled with bright and delightful 
ideal, when it undertakes to communicate delight to 
others ; which is the main end of poefy. One may fee 
through the ftyle of Ovid de Trift. the humbled and 
deje^Ud condition of ipirit with which he wrote it.| 
there fcarce remuns any footftep of that genius, 

'** — qtsem nee Jovis ira, nee igncs f , &c.^* 
The cold of the country had ftrucken through all hit 
facuUieft, and 'benunibed the very feet of his verfes. 
Jie if himfelf, methinks, like one of the ilorief of hia 

* Cic. de Clar* Orator. ) 33** 
f Metafli«.hxv*l7x« 
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•wn Metamorphofis 5 and, though there remain fome 
weak refemblanccs of. Ovid at Rome, it is but, as he 
fays of Niobc *, 
" In vultu color eft fine fanguihe : luraiha moeftis 
" Stant iramota genis : nihil eft in imagine yivi.— • 
" Flet tamen— " 
The truth i», for a man to write well, it is ncccflary tt> 
be in good- humour $ neither is wit lefs eclipfed with 
the unquietnefs of mind, than beauty with the indifpo^ 
fition of body. So that it is almoft as hard a thing to 
be a poet in defpite of fortune, as it is in defpite of 
nature. For my own part, neither my obligations tp 
the Mufes, nor expe^lations^ from them, are fo great,, 
as that I fliould fuffer myfeslf on no coniiderations to • 
be divorced, or that I fhould fay like Horace f » 

** Quifquis erit vitae, fcrrbam, color." 
I (hall rather tife his words in another place X, 
*' Vixi Camenis nuper idoneus, 
*« Et militavi non fine gloria : 

** Nunc arma, defun^lumque bello 
** Barbiton hie paries habebit." 

And this refolution of mine does the more befit me,, 
becaufe my defire has been for fome years paft (though 
the execution has been accidentally diverted) and does 
Hill vehemently continue, to retire myfclf.to.fome of 

♦ Metam, 1. vi. 304.. 

+ Hor. a Sat. i. 60. 

J 3 Carm, Ode xxyi. *« Vixi pmellis/* ^c,. 
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cur American plantations, not to fcek for gold^ or 
enrich myftlf with the traffic of thoCt parte (which it 
the end of moft men that travel thither $ (b that of theft 
Indies it is truer than it was of the former, 
. '< Impiger extremos currit mercator ad Indoe, 
*< Per marc pauperiem fugicns— •)" 

4>ut to foriake this world for ever, with all the vanidet 
«nd vexations of it, and to bury myfelf there in fomt 
.obfcure retreat (but not without the coafolalion of lei» 
4ers and philofophy) 

** Oblitiifque meonim, oblivifcendus & illis— f ** 
as my former author fpeaks too, who has enticed mt 
here, I know not how, into the pedantry of this heap 
Sof Latin fentences. And I think Dr. Donne*s Sun^ 
djal in a gra*ve is not more ufelefs and ridiculous, 
than poetry would be in that retirement. As this 
therefore is in a true fenfe a kind of death to the 
Mufes, and a real literal quitting of this world $ lb, 
methinks, I may make a juft claim to the undoubted 
privilege of deceafed poets, which is, to be read with 
more favour than the living ; 

<< Tanti eft ut placeam tibi, perire {.** . 

Having boen forced, for my own neeeflary jnftifica* 
tion, to trouble the reader with this long difcourfe of 
4he reafons why I trouble him alio with all the reft of 

* Hor. 1 Ep. i. 45« 
f Hor, 1 Ep. xi. J. 
t .Martial* lib. vlti« ep. 69. 
i. . the 
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tiie book i I fliall only add fomewhat concerning the 
ieveral parts of it, and fortie other pieces, which I have 
thought fit to rt]t&. in this publication : as, firfl, all 
thofe which I wrote at fchool, from the age of ten 
years, till after fifteen ; for even fo far backward there 
remain yet fome traces of me in the little footftcps of a 
child 3 which, though they were then looked upon as 
commendable extravagancies in a boy (men fetting a 
value upon any kind of fruit before the ufual feafon of 
it) yet I would be loth to be bound now to read them 
aJl over myfelf ; and therefore fhould do ill to expefl 
that patience from others. Befides, they have already 
paft through feveral editions, which is a longer life 
than ufes to be enjoyed by infants that are born before , 
the ordinary terms. They had the good fortune then 
to find the world fo indulgent (for, confidering the ' 
time of their production, who could be fo hard-hearte4 
to be fevcre ?) that I fcarce yet apprehend fo much to 
be cenfured for them, as for not having made ad;vances 
afterwards proportionable to the fpeed of my fetting 
out ; and am obliged too in a manner by difcretion to 
conceal and fupprefs them, aspromifes and inftruments 
under my own hand, whereby I flood engaged for 
more than I have been able to perform ^ in which truly 
if 1 have failed, I have the real excufe of the honeflefl 
(brt of bankrupts, which is, to have been made unibl- 
vable not fo much by their own negligence and ill- 
huibandry, as. by fome notorious accidents and public 
difafiers. In the next place, I have call away all fuch 
pieces as I wrote during* tiie time of the late troubles, 

with 
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with any relation to the difFerenccs that daufcd them ; 
Z9, among others, three books of the civil war itfclf^. 
reaching as far as the firft'tattlc of Newbury, where 
tiie Aicceecling misfortunes of th'e party ft6pt the work. 

As for the enfuing book, it confifts of four • parts. 
The firft is a Mifcellany of feveral fubjefls, and fome 
of them made when I' was very young, which it is per- 
haps fuperflnous to tcll the reader: I know not by 
what chance I have kept copies of them j for they are 
but a very few in comparifon of thofe which I have 
loft 5 and* I think they have no extraordinary virtue in- 
them, to dfeferve more care in prefervation, than was 
beftowcd upon their brethren ; for which I am fo little 
concerned, that I am afhamcd of the arrogancy of the 
•word; when I faid I had loft them. 

The fecond; is called, *< The Mlftrefs," or <' Love* 
** Vtrfes i" for fo it is, that poets are fcarce thought, 
freemen of their company, without paying fome duties, 
and obliging themfelves to be true to love. Sooner or 
later they muft ail pafs through that trial, like fome 
Mahometan monks, that are bound by their order, 
once at leaft in their life, to make a pilgrimage t6 
Mecca : 
** In fiirias ignemque fuunt : amor omnibus id^m f /* 

♦ In the prefeht collection, there zvtfi*ve parts ; the 
itrft of which contains the juvenile Poems mentioned 
in p* 15. Their hiftoiy may be feen in the prefaces . 
p;¥5xcd to them, N. 

"t Virg. Georg. iii. 144^ 

But 
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Sut we nraft not tlWays mdx at jucigm^t of their 
ttumert froln theif tirtftings of thn kind $ as the Ro- 
maaifU tinchalritftbiy do of Beza, for a few lafciviout 
fonneti cottpoftd by him in his youth. It i« not in 
this fenfe that poefy is faid to be a kind of painting $ 
it is not the ^6hire of the poet» but of things and per^ 
font imagined by hhn. He may be in his own pra6iicft 
and difpofitionaphilofopher^ nay a Stoic> and yet fpeak 
banedtBet with the foftnefs of an amorous Sappho« 

** — ferat 8c rubus afpcr amomum ♦/' 

He profefles too much the ufe of fables (though Withf 
out the malice of deceiving) to have his teftimony 
tsktn even againft himfelf. Neither would I here be 
mi(underftoody as if I afieCled fo much gravity aa to 
be aflijuned t^ be thought really in love. On the con-^ 
trary, I cannot have a good opinion of any mas) whi» 
is not at 1^^ capable of being fo. But I fpeak it to 
escuib ieme exprefliottS (if fuch there be) which may 
happen to ofknd the fevetity of fupercilious readers t 
for much exceft it to be allowed in lov^, and even 
more in poetry j fo we avoid the two unpardonable vi» 
cet in bothy ^4iich are obfcenity and profanenefst of 
whichy I am furcy if my words be ever guilty, they have 
ill reprefented my thoughts and intentions. And if, 
notwithftanding all this^ the lightnefs of the matter 
here difpleafe any body^ he may find wherewithal to 
content hit more ferious inclinations in the wjeighf and 
teight of the enfuing arguments. 

• Virg. EcK iii. 89. 
Vol. I, C For 



For, at for the ** FinAuk Odes** (which is tlM 
third port), I am in great doubt whether they will be 
nnderftood by moft readers i nay^ even by yery many 
who are well enough acquainted with the common roads 
and ordinary tra£ls of poeiy. They either are, or at 
ieaft were meant to be, of that kind »f ftyle which 
Dion. Halicamafleos calls, mfdko^ tutl h^h ftrrk 
htt6mr$t^ and which he attributes to Alceus. The di«> 
greiTions are many, and fudden^ and fomettmes long,; 
accordipg to the faihion of all lyriques, and of Pindar 
above all men living ; the figures are unufual and 
bold, even to temerity, and fuch as I dui'ft not have 
to do withal in any other kind of poetry : the numbers 
are rarious and irregular, and fometimcs . (efpecially 
fome of the long ones) feem har/h and uncouth, if the 
jttft meafures and cadences be not obferfed in the proi- 
^nunciation. 80 that almoft all their fweetnefs and nu#- 
merofity (which is to be found, if I miftake not, in 
the rougheft, if rightly repeated) lies in a manner 
wholly at the mercy of the reader. I have briefly de- 
fcribed the nature of theie verfes, in the Ode intituled, 
*• The Refurreaion :** and though the liberty of them 
may incline a man to believe them eafy tabecompofed, 
yet the undertaker will find it otherwife— 

« — Ut fibi quivit 
*• Speret idemi fudet multum, fruftraque laboixt 
^' Aufus idem *• 

* Hon A. P. HO* 

I come 
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AUTHOR'S preface: j9> 

I come now to the laft part^ which is ** Davideit,** 
or an heroical poem of the troubles of David i which I 
dcfigned into twelve books $ not for the tribes' falce, 
but after the pattern of our roafter Virgil ; and in- 
tended to clofe all with that mod poetical and excellent' 
elegy of David on the death of Saul and Jonathan i 
for I had no mind to carry him quite on to his anoint- 
ing at Hebron, becauft it i& the cuftom of heroic poets 
(as we fee by the examples of Homer and Virgil, whom 
we Ikoidd do . ill to forfake to imitate others) never to 
come to the full end of ^eir ftory : but only fo near, 
that every one may fee it; as men commonly play not 
out the game, when it is evident that they^ can win it, 
but lay down their cards, and take up what they have 
woo. This/ 1 fay, was the whole defign i in which 
there are many noble and fertile arguments behind ; 
as the barbarous cruelty of Saul to.the priefts at Nob ; 
tiie feveral flights and efcapcs of David, with the man- 
ner of^his living in the. Wildernefs ; the funeral of Sa- 
muel $ the lave of Abigail 4 the facking of .Ziglag $ the 
loft and recovery of David's wives from the Amalekites 
the witch of Endor i the war with the Philiftmes $ and 
the battle of Gilboa : all. which I meant to interweave, 
Dpoo feveral . occafions^ with moft of the illuih-ious 
ibries of the Old Teftament, and to embellifh with the 
Qoft remarkable antiquities of the jtws, and of .other 
oations before or at that age. 

But I have had neither leifure hitherto, nor have ap- 
petite at prefcnt^ to finifli the work« or .ib much as to 
C A revife 



revife tfaat'^art which it done, with tfiai<af6.il|ii}^ I 
refoWedto iM^wupon it, and which the iigBai^^Jiht 
matter well deienres. For what worthier fuhjciBEVcdttld 
have been cjboCenf among all the treafurics oif paft 
timefty than :K^ life of 'this young prince $ who* front 
fo Tmall begitwings» through fiich infinite trouMesaoA 
oppofitions, hy fucb mtraculoat vtrtnct and exeelleu- 
ciet, and with fiieh incomparstble variety of w<mdarM 
aflions and aeeidentf» became the greateft monarch 
that ever fat on the moft famoot throne of the wbolc 
earth f Whom Should a poet more jitftly (eek to h^noor, 
than the 'higheft perfim who ever honoured his pcofeC- 
fion ? whom a Chriftian poet, rather than the man af** 
tcr God*t own hearty and the man who bad that fiurred 
pre-eminence above all other princes, to be the beft and 
mightieft of that royal .race from whence Chrift him* 
iclf, according to the fleih, diiHained not to detend f 

When I confider this, and how many other brigl^t 
and magnificent fubjefts of the like nature the holy 
Scripture affords and proffers, as k were, to poefy ; in 
the wife managing and ilhiftrating whereof the glory 
of God Almighty might be joined with the fingttlar 
utility and nobleft delight of mankind $ it i^noC vn^« 
out grief and mdtgnation that I behold that diviiM 
fcience employing aH her inexhsmflible riches of wit 
and eloquence, either in the wicked and beggarly flat«- 
tery of great perfons, or the unmanly idolizing of 
libolifli women, or the wretched affedation of fitmril 
hughtsr, or at beft on theconfiiied antiquated dreams 

of 



•f ftnTdefs fables and metamorphofes. Amongil all 
holy and coniecrated things^ which the devil ever ftole 
and alienated from the fervice of the Deity j as altars^ 
teitpksy f8cnfice«> prayerS) and the like; there is 
aone that he To univerfally, and fo long* ufurpt, as 
poetry. It is time to recover it out of the tyrant's 
liands, and to reftore it to the kingdom of God, who 
it the father of it. It is time to baptiae it in Jordan, 
for it will never become clean by bathing in the water 
ofDamafcus. There vrants, methinks, but the con- 
nrfioD of that, and the Jews^ for the accomplifhment 
of the kingdom of Chrift. And as- men, before their 
Rceiring of tlie faith, do not without feme carnal re- 
luftancics apprehend the bonds and fetters of it, but 
find it afterwards to be the tiueft and greateft liberty : 
it will fare no othcrwife with this art, after the rege- 
Bcrttion of it ; it will meet with wonderful variety of 
Bfw, more beautiful, and more delightful objcfts 5 nei- 
ther will it want room, by being confined to heaven. 

There is not fo great a lye to be found in any poet, 
as the vulgar conceit of men, that lying is efTential to 
good poetry. Were there never fo wholefome nourifh- 
ment to be had (but alas ! it breeds nothing but dif- 
ofes) out of thefe boafted feafts of love and fables ; 
yft, metliinks, the unalterable continuance of the diet 
ftould make us naufeate it :. for it is almoft impoflible 
to fcrve up any new difli of that kind. They arc all 
tutthe cold-meats of the ancients, new-heated, and new 
Jet forth. I do not at all wonder that the old poets 
C 3 made 
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made fome rich crops out of thefe grounds ; the'heaff 
of the foil was not then wrought out with continual 
tillage I but what can we expe£l now, who come a 
gleaning, not af^er the firft reapers, but after the very 
beggars? Befides, though thofe mad ftoriei of thne 
gods and heroes Teem in themfelves fo ridiculous i yet 
they were then the whole body (or rather chaos) of 
the theology of thofe times. They were believed by 
all, but a few philofophers, and perhaps fome atheifts ; 
and ferved to good purpofe among the vulgar (as piti- 
ful things as they are), in ftrengthening the- authority 
of law with the* terrors of confcience, and expeftation 
of certain .rewards and unavoidable puniibmenti. 
There was no other religion $ and therefore that was 
better than none at all. But to us, who have no need 
of them ) to us, who deride their folly, and are wearied 
with their impeirtinencies ; they ought to appear no 
, better arguments for verfe, than thofe of their worthy 
f ucccfTors, the knights -errant. What can we imagine 
more proper for the ornaments of wit or learning in the 
Aory of Deucalion than in that of Noah I Why will 
not the anions of Sampfon alFord as plentiful matter 
as the labours of Hercules ? Why is not Jeptha^s 
daughter as good a woman as Iphigenia ? and - the 
fricndihip of David and Jonathan more worthy cele- 
bration than that of Thefeus and Perithous' ? Does n«t 
the paflTage of Mofes and the Ifraelites into the Holy 
^Land yield incomparably more poetical variety than 
the voyages of UlylTes or ^neas ? Are the obiblete 

thread -bare 
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-threftd-bsu« tales of Thebes and Troy balf £o ftcred 
with greaty heroicaU and fupernatural anient (fince 
verfe will needs find or make ^uch), as the wars of 
Jo(haa> of the Judges* of Davidy and divers others / 
Can all the transformations 'of the gods give fuch cof 
pious hints to flouri(h and expatiate on* as the true 
-aniracies of Chriit, or of his prophets and apoftles? 
What do I inftancein thefe few particulars*? All the 
books of the Bible are either already moft admirable 
and exalted pieces of poefy^ or are the bcil; materials 
in the world for it. 

Yet^ tliough they be in themfelves fo proper to be 

•«nade ufe of for this purpofe $ none but a good artift 

will know how to do it i neither muft we think to cut 

and polifh diamonds with fo little .pains and (kill as we 

do marble. For, if ax\y man defign to compofe a fa< 

-cred poem, by only turning a ftory of the Scripture, 

like Mr. Quarles^s, or fome other godly matter, like 

Mr. Heywood of angels, into rhyme ; he is To far 

from elevating of poefy, that he only aba&s divinity. 

In brief, he who can write a prophane poem well, may 

write a divine one better ; but he who can do that but 

ill, will do this much worfe. The fame fertility of 

iairention $ the fame wifdom of difpofition ; the lame 

judgment in obfervance of decencies i the fame luftre 

and vigour of elocution ; the fame modefty and majefty 

of number j briefly, the fame kind of habit, is required 

to both t only this latter allows better ftuiF; and 

therefore would look more deformedly, ill dieft m it. 

C 4 I am 
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I «m ftr from affumiiig to myiilf to have MttUd ttie 
dvt^ of this weighty uatotakiBg i tut fure I am, there 
if nothing yet in oar language (nor perhaps in any) 
that it in any degree anfwerahle to the idea that I eon- 
ceive of it* And I (hall be amUttovt of no other fruit 
^m thit weak and imperfeft attempt of miney bnt the 
opening of a vmy to thie eourage and induftry of fome 
other perfonf I who may be better able to perfoam it 
thoroughly and fuccefifoUy^ 
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THE 

BOOKSELLER* S ADVERTISEMENT 

T O 

THS EDITION OF 1674.'^ 

^THiE following Poems of Mi"* Cewl«y being much 
•l* enquired after, auEui very ftjirc? (the Town hardly 
affi>rding one Book* though-, it hath been four times 
printecl) we thpught thi| £ft(i edition wM not fail of 
beiog well received by the world. We prefume ono 
mSon why they were omitted in the laft coUe^Uon, 
was, becaufe the propriety of this copy belonged not 
to the fame perfon that publiihed thofe t but the recep-* 
tion they had found appears by the feveral impre(fions 
through which they had pafled. We dare not fay they 
are equally perfeft with thofe written by the Author 
in bis riper years, yet certainly they are fuch as deierve 
sot to be buried in obfcurity. We prefume the Au- 
thor's judgment of them is moftrcafgnable to appeal 
3 N tO| 



i« ADVERTISEMENT, 
'to I and you will find him (allowing grains of modefty) 
give them no fmall duraaer. Hit words are in the 
6th page of his Pnfaca before his former publiihed 
Poems *• 

You find our excellent Author likewife ment oning 
and reciting part of thefe Poems» in his <* Several Dif- 
'< courfes by, way of Eilays in Verfe aad Profe, in the 
" 1 ith Difcourfe treating of himfelf/* Thefe wc fup- 
pofe a fufiicient authority for our reviving them ; and 
fure there is no ingenuous Reader to whom the fmalleft 
^mains of Mr. Cowley will be unwelcome. His 
Potms are every where the copy of his niind ; fo that 
by this fupplement to his other volume you have the 
picture of that fo defervedly eminent man from almoft 
his childhood to his lateft yearsy ihe'bud and bloom of 
his Spring ) the warmth of his Summer } the richnefs 
and perfection of his Autumn. But, for the Reader's 
further curiofityi we refer him to the Author's follow- 
ing Preface to themi piibliflied by himfelf . 

• 'See the Author's Preface above, p, n 5. 
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TO THE 

HigVc HbnMiibler and &igkt ReverenH Father iir.Godi 

JOHN 

'Lord^ifiiop xiflhcchi, and DtAn*o( tTiflminPir*. 

•MY XORD» 

IM I G H T well fear, ' left thefe my niCde and impo- 
liihed lines Aioufd offend your honourable ftirveyj 
bat that I hope yourNdblenefs will rather fmile at the 
faults ccfThmitted by a Chifd, than cenftire them. Htjw- 
ibever I dcfire your Lordfhip^s pardon/ for prefen ting 
things fo unworthy to your view ^ and to accept t]xe 
good-will of him, who in all duty h bound' to' be 

VourLortlfliip'8 

moft humble fertant^ 

ABRAHAM COWLEY. 
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READER (1 know not yet whether gentle or no> 
fome, I knowy have been angry (I daite hot afvime 
the bo«oui: •£ their envy) at my poetical l)9ldi««rH ^^ 
Mamed in minfi» what commends other fruits, e^rlinels : 
Qtbers» who ace either of a weak faith» or ftrgng ma* 
lice, have thought m^ like a pipe, which never founds 
J^nt when it is blowed in> and read ine^ not a« Abn* 
ham Cowley> but Authorcm Anonyaumu To the firfb 
I anfwer, that it is an envious froA wbtch nips the 
bloiToms^ becaufe they appear quickly : to the latter* 
that he is the worft homicide who ftrives to murder an- 
other's fame s to both, that it is a ridiculous folly to> 
condemn or laugh at the ftars* becaufe the moon and 
inn ihine brighter. The fmall fire I have is rather 
blown than eKtinguifhed* by this wind. For the itch of 
Poftfy, 1^ bfinsT wgericd* increafeth $ by rubbing,, 
fpreads farther ; which appears in that I have ventured 
upon this Third Edition. What though it be negle£l«. 
cd ? It it not, I am fure, the iirft. book which hath 

lighted. 
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lighted tobaccO) or been employed by cooks and grocers* 
If in all men's judgments it AifFer Aiipwreck, it /hall 
fomething content me» that it hath pleafed myfelf and 
the Bodkfeiler* Itf it you flialt find one argument (and 
I hope I ihall need no more) to confute unbelievers : 
which is, that sgb mine age, and confequently experience 
(which is yet "bat Ikdt) hath increafed, £o diey hare 
not left my Poefy lagging behind them. I ihould mkt 
1)e angry to fte any one burn my Piramus and Tbiibe^ 
nay, I would doit myfelf, but that I hope a pardon 
may.eafily be gotten for the errors of ten years age. 
My Conftantivs and Philetus confefleth me two years 
older when I writ it. The reft were made fmce, upon 
leveral occa(i»fi«, and perhaps do not belye the time of 
4heir birth. Such •as they are, (hey were created by 
me t "but their fate lies in your hands y it is only you 
can effe£l, that neither the Bookfeller repent himfelf of 
his charge in printing them, nor I of my labour in con^ 
{K>6ng tkesK Farewel. 

A* COWLEY, 
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TO THE READER; 



ICallM the bolktiiM'miire Metpomene, 
And told her what £id ftory I would write i 
^he wept at hearing foch a tragedy. 
Though wont in moumM dittiei to ddtght* 
If thou dtilike thefe (brrowfol lines, then know 
My Mule with tears, not with concdtt, did Howi 

And at Ihe my unabler q^ill did guide. 
Her briny uart did on the paper fall | 
If then unequal numbers be efpied. 
Oh, Keader.! do not that my error call j 

But think her tears d^facM it, and blame then. 

My Mufes* griefs and not my miiEng pen. 



ABRAHAM COWLEY* 



CON. 



r ii V 



CONSTANTIA AND PHILETlTSv 



191 N G two .conftant lovers'* various fate. 
The hopes .and fears that equally attend 
Their loves ; their rivals* envy, parents* hate : 
I fing their woeful life and tragic end. 

Aid me, ye gods, this ftory to rehearfe> 
This mournful tale, and favour every verf^ !. 

In Florence, for her (lately buildings fam*dj . » 

And lofty roofs that emulate the fkyi 

There dwelt a lovely maid,.Conftantiajiam*d>. 

Fam*d for the beauty of all Italy* 

Jler, lavifti Nature dlid.at firft adorn. 
With Pallas' foul in Cytherea's form : ,_ 

And, framipg her attra6live eyes fp bright,. 
Spent all her wit in ftudy, that.they might 
Keep earth from chaos and eternal night i 
But envious death deftroy'd their glorious light.. 

E^^peft not beauty then, fince ihe did part } 

For lA her Nature wafted all her art. 

Her hair was brighter than the beams whLc|i are . 

A crown to Phoebus ; and her breath fo fweet. 

It did tranfcend Arabian odours far. 

Or fmelling flowers, wherewith the fpring doth, grect^ 
Approaching fummer > teeth, like falling fnow 
For white, were placed in- a double row. 

Her 
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Her mif excelling pnlCe, even all admire | 
tier Tpeech was fo attra£live it might be 
A caufe to raife the mighty Pallas* in. 
And tir up envy froift that deity. 

The maiden lilies at her fight 

WaxM pale with envy» and from thence grew white* 

8he was in birth and parentage at high 

Af in her fortone great or beauty rare { 

And to her virtoottt mind^s nobility 

The gifts of Pate and Nature doubled were | 
That in her fpotlefs foul and lovely face 
You might have feen each deity and grace. 

The fcomful boy Adonit» viewing her. 
Would Venus ftill defpife, yd her deftre { 
Each whb but faw, was a competitor 
And rivaU fcorch*d alike with Cupid's fire. 

The glorious beams of her fair eyes did rnove^ 
And light beholders on their way to love* 

Among her many ftiitors» a young knightf 

^Bove others wounded with the majefty 

Of her fair preience, preikh moft in ftght| 

Yet {eMom his deiire etu fatisfy 

With that bleft object or her rarenefs fee | 
For beauty^ guard is wtitthM jealoufy. 

Oft times» that he might fee hie deareft fair. 

Upon his flately jemiet he in th* way 

Rides by her houfe f who neighs, as if he weve 

Proud to be viewM by bright ConAantia* 

But his poor mailer, though to 66 her move 
His ]oyi dares Ikiw a» M( betraying love* 

Soon 



COKSTANTIA AND PHILBTUS. . 33 
Soon at die morning left her roify bedy 
And all he»iren*e fmaUer lights \vere driven away. 
She, by her friends and near acquaintance led. 
Like other maids, would walk at break of day 1 
Aurora bhifkM to Ibe a fight unknown, 
TS» behold 'cheeke more beauteous than herown« 

Th* obfequious lorer follows (till her train, 
Aad where they go, that way his journey feigns 1 
Should they turn back, he would turn back agaift; 
for with his love, his bufmefs does i*emain. 
Nor is it ftrange he (kould be loth to pait 
F^rom her, whofe eyes had ftole away his heart* 

Phlletus he was called, %)rang from a race 

Ofnobleanceft(H^$ hot greedy Time 

And envious Fate had Jabour*d to deface 

The glory which in his great ftock did ihinei 
Snudi his eftate, -unfitting her degree { 
But blinded Low could no fuch dHFerence fee* 

Vet he>>by chance had hit his heart aright, 
And dipt his arrow in Conftanliia*8 eyes^ 
Blowing a fire that would deftroy him quite, 
Inlefs fuch flames within her heart ihould rife. 
But yet he Hears, becaufe he blinded is. 
Though he have fhot him right, her heart he '11 mifs« 

Uoto Love*s altar therefore he repairs. 

And offers up a pleafing facriiioe | 

ifiUtating Cupid, with inducing prayers. 

To look upon and eafe his miferies : 
Where having wept, recovering breath again. 
Thus to immortal Love he did complain 1 
Vol. I, D " Oh, 
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** Oh mighty Cypid \ wh^ft u»bau«M Cwt^yt 
" Hgth efttn rnrd tk* Olympitti thundmri 
'< Whom all cotlefttal deities obey j 
'^ Whom men and gods both Mvertnoe and fear t 
** Oh force Conftaotia'i heart to yield to love I 
*< Of ail thy works the maAer«pkce *twill prove. 

'« And let me not affeCHon ▼ainly ^nd, 
*' But kiiidle flames in her like tho^ in me | 
** Yet if that gift my fortune doth tmnfeendt 
** Grant that her charming beauty I may fee 1 
*' For ever view thofe eyes, whoi^ charming lights 
** More than theworld befides^ does p&eafe my fi^« 

** Thofe who contemn thy facred deity, 

*' Laugh at thy power, nnke them thine anger know i« 

" I faultlefs am ; what honour can it be, 

** Only to wound your Have, and fpare your foe ?'* 

Heie tears and fighs fpeak his imperfeft moan^. 

Tn language far more moving than his own* 

Home he retired, his foul he brought not home |. 
Juft like a (hip, while every moimting wave 
Tofs'd by enraged Boreas up and down. 
Threatens the mariner with a gaping grave | 

8uch did bis cafe, fuch did his date appear,. 

Alike diftra^ed between hope and fear* 

Thinking her love he never IhaU obtain, 

One morn he haunts the woods, and doth compl<u% . 

Of his unhappy fate, but aU in vain | 

And thus fond Echo anfwera him again i 
It mov*d Aurora, and iho wept to hear, 
Tewing the verdant giafi vtth many a tear. 

3 ' T H K 
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'* OH! what hath cauft'd mj killing aiferies-?'* 
" Eybs," Echo faid. «« What hath detained my cafe V* 
" Ease/* i^raight the reafonable nymph replies. 
" That nothing can my troubled mind appeaft ?'• 
" Peace," Echo anfwers* «* What, is any nigh ?'* 
" Philetus faid, (he quickly utters, ♦♦ I." 
IT. 
" Is *t Echo anfwers ? tell me then thy will :*' 
" I WILL," ihc (aid, " What flialll get," fays he, 
"By loving ftill ?" To which ihe anfwers, «« III,** 
" lU ! Shall i void of wiihM-for pleafurea die V' 
<( I.** «< Shall not I, who toil in ceafeiefs pain, 
<^ Sane pkafure know V^ No," §ie replies again. 
III. 
"Palie and inconftant nymph,, thou lyeft !" faid he j 
"Thou lyesT," Ihc faid j " Andl deferv'd her hate,. 
"If I ihould thee believe." " Believe," faith (he. 
"For why ? thy idle words are of no weight." 
"Weight," fhc anfwers. " Thereforel Ul depart*'* 
To which refounding Echo anfwers, '* Part." 

THEN from the woods with wounded heart he goes, 
•'.•ling with legions of frelh thoughts his mind. 
He quarrels with himfelf, becaufe his woes 
^og from himfelf, yet can no medicine find : 
Re weeps to quench the fires that burn in him. 
But tears do fall to th' earth, flames are within. 

Da N« 
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Ko morning-bani(hM darknefs, nor b)ack night 
By her alternate courfe expcll'd the da/, 
In which Philetus by a conftant rite 
At Cupid's altars did not weep and pray | 
And yet he nothing reapM for all his pain. 
But care and forrqw was his only gain. 

But now at lail the pitying God, overcome 
By conftant votes and tears, fix*d in her heart 
A golden (haft, and ihe is now become 
A fuppliant to Love, that with like dart 
He *d wound Philetus ; does with tears implore 
Aid from that power fhe fo much fcornM before. 

Little fhe thinks ihe kept Philetus* heart 
In her fcorch*d breaft, bccaufe her own (he gave 
To him. Since either fuffers equal fntart. 
And a like meafure in their torments have s 

His foul, his griefs, his fires, now her's are growni 
Her heart, her mind, her love, is his alone. 

Whilft thoughts 'gainft thoughts rife up in mutiny^ 
She took a lute (being far from any ears) 
And tun'd this fong, pofmg that harmony 
Ayhich poets attribute to heavenly fpheres. 
Thus had (he fung when her dear love was (Iain, 
She *d furely callM himl>ack from Styx again. 
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THE SONG* 

I* 

TO whom (ball I my forvows (how? 

Not to Love, for he is blind : 
And my Philctus doth not know 

The inwai'd torment of my mind* 
And all the fenfelefs walls, whichare 
Now round about mc, cannot hear j. 

II. 
Ft, if tbey could, they fure would weep^ 

And with my griefs relent : 
Unlefs their willing tears they keep,. 

Till I from earth am fent. 
Then I believe they Ml all deplore 
My fate, fmce 1 taught them before. 

III. 
I willingly would weep my (tbre,. 

If th* flood would land thy love^ 
My dear Philetus, on the (bore 

Of my heart $ but, (hould'ft thou prove 
Afraid of flames, know the fires are 
But bonfires for thy coming there. 

THEN tears in envy of her.fpeech did flow 
From her fair eyes, as if it feeniM that there 
Her burning flame had melted hills of fnow, 
And fo diflblv'd them into many a tear \ 
Which, Nilus-like, did quickly overflow, 
And quickly caus'd new ferpent griefs to grow. 

D 3 ' Here 



Here ftay, my Mufe $ forif I ihould recite 
Her mournful langvagc^ iKLimM mske 70U wee^ 
Like her, a flood, and To not fee to write 
Such linet as I, and th* agc're^iufiresy to keep 
Me from ftem death, or ttrkh t^Aorioitt Aywtt 
Revenge their maAer*s death, iiid conquer Time* 

By this time, chance and hrs own induftry 
Had help'd Philetus forward, that he giTW 
Acquainted with her brother, fo that he 
Might, by this means, hts bright Conftantia View.; 

And, as time fervM, ihewM her his mifery : 

This was the firft a6l in his tragedy. 

Thus to himfelf. Toothed by his flattering ftate, 
He faid ; << How fhall I thank thee for this gain, 
<< O Cupid 1 or reward my helping fate, 
«* Which fweetens all my forrows, all my pain? 
" What hufl>andman would any pains refufo^ 
" To reap at lail fuch fruit, his labour*s ufe ?^* 

But, when he Wifely weighM his doubtful fbte. 
Seeing his griefs linkM like an endlefs chain 
To following woes, he wovld when ^twas too late 
Quench his hot flames, and idle-love difdain. 
But Cupid, when hit heart was fet on fire^ 
Had burnt his wings, who could not then retire. 

The wounded youth and kind Phi locrates 

(So was her brother called) grew foon fo dear. 

So true and conftant in their amities. 

And in that league fo ftri6Vly joined were. 

That death itfelf could not their friendihip fever, 
^ut, as they liv'd in love, they died together. 

If 
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IF one be mthuteliolf » HkC '«thtr *« M % 
If one be iick, the ocker *t finely ill j 
And if Philetut any ibryew had> 
Philocrates ^wa« jiartner in it ftill 1 

Pylades* foul, and^uad Oreftes*i was 

In thefcy if we believe Pythagoras. 

Oft in 'the woods Philetus walks, and there 
Exclaims againft his fate, fate too unkind : 
With fpeaking -tears his griefs he doth declare^ 
And with fad-iighs mftrnfts the angry wind 

To iigh } and did ev'n upon that prevail ; 

It groan'd to bear Philetus' mournful tale. 

The cryflal brooks, which gently run between 
The ihadowing trees, and, as they through them pafs. 
Water the earth and keep the meadows green, 
Civing a colour to the verdant grafsj 
Hearing Philetus tell bis woeful ftate. 
In ihew of grief run murmuring at his fate. 

Philomel aniwers him again, and (hews. 
In her beft language, her fad hi (lory. 
And in a mournful fweetnefs tells her woes. 
Denying to be pos*d in mirery : 

Conftantia he, (he Tereus, Tereus, cries ; 

With him both grief, and griefs expreifion, vies. 

Philocrates mnft needs his fadnefs knov<^, 
Willing in ills, as well as joys, to fhare> 
Nor will on them the name of friends beftow^ 
Who in light fpoit, not forrow, partners are. 

Who leaves to guide the ihip when ftoms arife. 

Is guilty both of ftn and cowardice. 

D 4. But 
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But when hit nobk friend peroetv*d that he * 

Yielded to tyrant paifion more and motet 

Defirous to partake his maladjr^ 

He watches him^ tn hope to cure hio fbrr 

By counfel, and recall the poifbnoin dart. 

When it, alas ! was fixed in his heart. 

When in the woods, places beft fit for care, 
He to himfelf did hU pafl; griefs recite, 
Th* obfeifiiious friend fltait follows him, and there- 
Doth hide himfelf A-om fad Philetus* fight $ 

Who thus exclaims (for a fwoln heart would break. 
If it for vent of forrow might not fpeak) i 

*' Oh ! I am loft, not in this defart wood> 
** But in Lovers* pathlefs lnhynnth $ there I 
** My health, each joy and pleafure counted good', 
'* Have loft, and, which is more, my liberty j 
** And now am forced to let him facrifice 
" My heart, for ra/h believing of my eyes* 

**• Long have I itaid, but yet have no relief} 
" Long have I lov'd, yet have no favour fhown ; 
'' Becaufe (he- knows* not of my killing grief, 
** And I have fear'd to make my forrows known .^ 
** For why, alas ! if fhe fhoUld once but dart 
'< Difdainful looks, *twould break my captivM heart* 

" But how fliould (hey. ere I impart my love, 
** Reward my ardent flame with like defire f 
** But when I fpeak, if fhe fhould angry prove, 
" Laugh at my flowing tears, and fcom my fire ^ 

** Why, he who hath all forrows borne before,. 

*< Needeth not fear to be oppreft with more.** 

Fhilocratea 



CONSTANTIA AND PHUETVS. «« 
Pttilocrates no longer can forbear* 
Kuns to his friend, andligfaing» '* Oh I** ikidhe, 
" My dear Philetus I be thyfekf, and (Wear 
** To yule that paffion which now nfiafters thee* 
" And ail thy reafon ; but, if it can't be, 
*« Give to thy love but eyes, that it mayfee.'*^ 

Afoazement ftrikes him dumb $ what fhall he do ? 
Should he reveal his love, he fears *twouM prove 
A hindrance j and, ibould he deny to fliow. 
It might perhaps his dear friend's anger move i 
Thefe doubts, like Scylla and Charybdis, ftand^ 
Vhilft Cupid, a blind pilot, doth command'. 

At laft reiblVd ; " How ih all I feek," faid he^ 
" T excufc myfelf, deareft Philocrates * 
" That I from thee have hid this fecrccy > 
" Yet cenfure not j give me firft leave to eafc [known, 
" My cafe with words : my grief you (heuld have 
** Ere this, if that my heart had been my own* 

" I am all love 5 my heart was burnt with firC' 
** From two bright funs, which do all Hght difclofei 
** Firft kindling in my breaft the flame Defire t 
^ But, like the i-are Arabian bird, there rofe 
" From my heart's afhes never-qucndied Love, 
'* Which- now this torment in my fouLdo^ movo* 

" Oh ! let not then my pafiion caufe your hate,. 

** NfE let my choice oi&nd you, or detain 

** Yojir. ancient friendOiip ; 'tis alas too late. 

** To call my firm affeAion.back again : t 

" No phyfick. can re«cure my weakened ftatc, 
^ The wound.is grovm tQQ.gceat; too defpecate.'^ 

<< But 
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'<* But cGunfel**' faid hitfftodi <<>« wtiwdy 
*<< Wlikh iie^er fUU th« pctionfcy may at Itali, 
«<« If not quite heftl ycAir imnd'^ iniirmlty» 
<* AflWage your tarment, ttiid prooyn fomc itft. 
<< But there it bo phyficiancan apply 
** A medieine ere haluMw thtfiMJady/* 

*«< Then hear me/* faid PhilMe i «< b«t vby ? 8tf^ 
•* I will not toil thee with my hiftory.) 
'«* For to remember iovrowe.paft away» 
•< Is to renew an old cakutaity. 
" Jie who acquainteth othert with hitiraoan» . 
** Addi^o hie friend -s gxief, butnot oures hia^owtf.*'* 

<« But/' faid Philacmtet» «< 'tis hefti in woe, 
'«* To have a faithful partner of their cave.) 
'** That burthen vmay be undergone by two, 
/< Which is perhaps^too great ior one to bear. 
«< I Ihould miftruft your love, to hide £rom me 
** Your thoughts, and tax you of inconltancy.*^ 

'What (hall he do? or with what language frsno 

{Excttfe f He.muft reiblve not to deny, 

But open his elole thoughts and inward flame. t 

With that, as pvologue to his tragedy, 
He.iigh'd, as if they *d cool his torments' ire, 
y^hen Ihey, alas I did blow the raging fire. 

** When years lirftftyrdm« twenty, I^began 
« To fport ^thxatching fnares thatXo?e had Cett 
«< Like birds that flutter TmuKi the gin, till U>», 
« Or the poor fly caught in Arachne^ net, 
<< Even fo I /ported with her beauty's light, 
<< Ti» I at Uft gmrWiiMi with too muoh light. 

" Firft 



Cm^TMXTUi AND PHiLETUS. ^ 
'«< Firft it cMoe fteaKng on m«. whUft 1 thought 
'<< Twas eaTy to npd k | but as fiisc* 
<' Though but « fparky fpon into ibunet it brought* 
*' So mine grew greatf imd quickly mounted highor^ 
** Which fb have fcorch'd my low-ftmck foul, thatil 
** Still live in-tomieaty ytt each minute die/* 

** Who ie it/* faid Phil«cratei» ^ can move 
" With channing eyes Cuch deep aie^on f 
'* I may perhaps affift you in your love$ 
'** Two can effe^ more dian youHelf alone, 
^' My jcounfel this thy eiTor may reclaim, 
** Or my fait tears quench thy deftru^tve flame/* 

*' Nay/* (Mid Philetus, « oft my eyes do flow 
<* Like Nilus ^vhen it fcorns th* oppofed (hore^ 
" Yet all the watery plenty I bcftow, 
" Is to my flame an oil that feeds it more. 
** So fane reports o* th* Bodon6an fpringi 
** That lightens all thofe which are put therein. 

'* But, being you defire^-to know her, flie 
** Is cail*d (with that his eyes let fall a ihower« 
'* As if they fain would dn»wn the memory 
** Of his life-keeper*s name) Conftantia— '* More 
Grief would not let him utters i tears, the beft 
Ezpreflfcrs of true Ain'ow, ipoke the reft. 

To which his noble friend did thus reply : 
" And was this all ? Whatever your grief would eafe> 
*' Though a far greater taflc, believe *t, for thee 
" It fliooJd be ibon done by Philocrates : 
" Think all you wifli performed ^but fee, the day, 
'* Tir*d widi itt heat| is bating now away r* 

Home 



4# COWLEY'S POEMS. 

Home from the filent woods night bids them go r 

But fad Philetut can no comfort find j 

What in the day he feart of future woe, 

At night in dreams, liice truth, affrights his mind. 
Why doft thou vex him. Love f Could'ft thou but fee. 
Thou would'ft thyfclf Philetus' riva^ be. 

Philocrates, pitying his doleful moan. 
And wounded with the fbrtovfs of his fniendV 
Brings him to fair Conftantia $ where alone 
He might impart his' love, and either end 

His fruidefs hopes, nipt by her coy difdain^ 

Or, by her liking, his wHht joys attain^ 

** Faireft,'' faid he» ** whom the bright heavens do cover, 
<< Do not thefe tears, thefe fpeaking tears, dtrpife 1 
<< Thefe heaving fighs of a fubmifTive lover, 
«* Thus ftruck to th* earth by your alUdaaaling eyes !- 
<< And do not you contemn tluit ardent flame, 
" Which from yourfclf> your own fair beauty, came! 

« Truft me, I long have hid my love j bu^ now 
" Am fiorc'd to- (how 't, fuch is my inward fmart j. 
** And you.alone, fair Saint 1 the mean» do know 
« To heal the wound of my confuming heart. 
*< Then, fince it only in your power doth lie 
«« To kill or fave. Oh ! help, or elfe 1 die/' 
His gently cruel love .did thus reply i 
<(« I for your pain am grieved,, and would do,.. 
<« Without impeachment of. my chaftity. 
« And honour, any thing might pleafure you. 
M*. But, if beyond thofe limits you demand, 
^ I mulinot anTwefy Sir« nor undcrftand/* 

Believe 
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^ Believe me, virtitous maiden 1 my defire 

** If chafte and pious as thy virgin thought | 

*• No flaifh of luft, 'tis no diflioncft fire, 

** Which goes as foon as it was quickly brought ; 

'* But as thy beauty pure j which let not be 

" Eclipfed by difdain and cruelty !*• 

** Oh ! how (hall I reply ?" flie cry'd, «< thou 'ft won 
^* My foul, and therefore take thy viflory i 
'* Thy eyes and fpeeches have my heart overcome, 
'* And if I fliould deny thee love, then I 
" Should be a tyrant to myfelf s that fire 
" Which is kept clofe burns with the greateft ire. 

" Yet do not count my yielding lightnefs, now j 
** Impute it rather to my ardent love 5 
" Thy pleafing x:arriage won me long ago, 
** And pleading beauty did my liking move j [might 
" Thy eyes, which draw like loadftones with their 
** The hardeft hearts, won mine to leave me quite." 

*< Oh ! I am rapt above the reach,*' faiti he, 
** Of thought '; my foul already feels the blifs [thee 
** Of heaven t when. Sweet, my thoughts once tax but 
" With any crime, may I lofe all happinefs 
" Is wifh'd for : both your favour here, and dead, 
" May the juft gods pour vengeance on my head l" 

Whilftlie was fpeaking this (behold their fate !} 
Conftantia's father entered in the room. 
When glad Philetus, ignorant of> his ftate* 
KiflTes her cheeks, more red than fetting fun, 

Or elfe the mom, blufhing through clouds of water« 

To fee afcending Sol congratulate hcr« 

JUtt 
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Juft tft tile guihy priibner f(uurfiil ftui4»» 

Reading hit faul TheU in the browe. 

Of him who both hit life and death commtDdt*/ 

£re from hit mouth he the ikd fentence luaowa t ■ 
Such wat hit date to fee her father oonic* 
Nor wKhM-foTn oor expe^edi in the room. 

Tb* enraged old man bidt him no more t» dare • 
Such bold intrufion in that houfe* nor be 
At any time with hii lov^d daughter therc» 
Till he had given him fuch authority i 
But to depart^ fuice ihe her love did (hew him> 
Wat living deaths with lingering tormcntt to hina^. 

Thit being known to kind Philocrateti 
He cheart his friend« bidding him bani/h fear* 
' And by fome letter hit grievM mind appeaie«. 
And fhtw her that which to her friendly cai* 
Timc gave no leave to tell 2 and thus his quiil 
Declares to her the abfcnt lovcr*s will.. 



THE LETTER. 

PuiLETUt TO CONtTANT 1 A* 

I TRUSTi dear foul, my abfence cannot movr 
You to forget or doubt nvy ardent love ) 
For, were there any meant to fee you, f 
Would run dirough death, and all the miftry 
Fate could snflift $ that fo the world might fay, 
lb life and death I lovM ConftantJa. 

Tkca 



Tben let iiot» 4etEtft 8wfcc» oor »bfeiMe ^rt 
Our loves^ but ea^h bteiA iRevptfac otbtv's. li«ut |> / 
Give wanslli tD'oae til^thitk titf tbtrt rile 
Fran all our labMift^ ^ni M»r iadtiftride- , 
The long««x{MAed'fniiit9 1 iMV» patie«cei $wtet| 
There 'e no mao ^ndiosi 1^ rmmner (ileiiCwQi gitfitf 
Before he tafte the winter ; none can fay. 
Ere night was gone, he faw the rifing day. 
So, when we once have wafted forrow*8 night. 
The fun of comfort then (hall give us light. 

PHItETUS^' 

ThiSy when Conftantia read; Ihe thought her ftate 

Moft happy, by Pbiletua* conftinoy 

And perfeft love : flie thsnks her fifttlerMig fate^ 

Kifles the paper>. till with kiffing (be 
The welcMne chara6kere doth duU andibun t 
Then thus with ink and tears wtilea back again*: * 

Const ANT I A. to P h i l e t v s*« 

YO U R abf«oce» Sir, tbou^h it be loi^ yet I * 
Neither forget nor- doubt your coaftaocy. 
Nor ncedyoa fear tht^.1 1h»M yield ua^ 
Another, what to yotir true love is dua* 
My heart is yours 3 it ia aol in my claifli». 
Nor have I power to take it back again. 
There *s nought but death can part our fouls j no tiipe^ 
Or angsy friends, fliall make my love decline t 

But for the harveft of our hopes I Ml ftay> 

Vakft d^ath cut i(^ ere *tis ripe, avay. 

CONStANTIA. 
Oh I 
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Oh! bow^dkblcticrftcfliMtoniftlMtiridet 
Phmier was lie of dib thfla Pbactoa, 
Wlmi lie did PiMdMt* ifliMg dMfiot (oidfl^ 
Viikiiomiii^ of fhe danger was to omie t 

Proodcr duui JaloD, wiMiifroiii Cdclws he 

lUtoned with the fleeoT s iriaocy. 

But ere the aotomn, which fair Ceres crownM, 
Had paid the fweating plowman** greedieft prayers 
And hy the fall difrob*d the gaudy ground 
Of4ill thoie ornaments it Qs*d to wear; 
Them kind Philocrates t* each other brougfaty 
Where they this means t^enjoy their freedom wrought. 

** Sweet fair-one/^ (aid Phtletus, ** fince thetine 
** Favours our with, and does afford us leave 
** T* enjoy our lores ; oh, let us not refiga 
<< This kmg*d-far favour^ nor ouHelves bcreare 
**. Of what we wiih*d for» Opportunity^ 
** That may too foon the wings of love out-fly 1 

** For when your father, as his cuilom is, 
«< For ^leafure doth purfue the timorous hare, 
** If you Ml refort but thither, I'll not mifs 
** To be in thofe woods ready for you, where 
<< We may depart in fafety, and no more 
** With dveams 'of pleafinre only, heal our fo»«** 

To this the happy lovers foon agrees 

But, ere they part, Philetus begs to heac^ 

From her inchanting voice's melo4y. 

One fong, to fatisfy his longing ear s 
&he yields \ andf Hnging added to define. 
The liftenlng yo^ith intreasM his amorous fire. 

THE 
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THE S O N G» 

I. 
.TIME! fly with greater ipeed away». 
Add feathers to thy wing.8, 
Till thy, hafte in flying brings 
That wiflu-for, and. cxpcSed day- 

ir. 

Comfort's fun we then fliaU fee,. 
Though at firft it darkened be 
With dangers ; yet, thofe clouds but gone,, 
Our day will put his luHre on.. 

iir. 

Then, though death's fad nijg^ht appear,. 
And we in lonely fiknce reft 5 
Our ravifh'd fouls naniore fhall'fear, 
But with lading day be bleib. 

IV. 
And then no friends can part u« more,, 
Nor no new death extend its power ^ 
Thus, there 's nothing, can dilTever 
Hearts which Ipve bath joia'd together, 

FEAR qf being ieen« Philetus homeward drove>^ 
But ere they pact 0ie willingly doth give 
'.As faithful pledges of her conftant love) 
Many a foft Rifs ; then they each other leave, 
Rapt up with fecrct joy that they have found 
A way to heal tlic torment of theif wound.. 

Vol. I* K But| 
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But, ere the fun through many days had run, 
Conilantia^ti charming beauty had overcome 
Guifardo's heart, and fcornM aflfc£tion won ') 
Her eyes foon conquered all they (hone upon, 

Shot through his wounded heart fuch hot defire* 

As nothing but her love tould quench the fire* 
In roofs which gold and Parian ftone adorn 
(Proud as the owner's mind) he did abound j 
In fields fo fertile for their yearly corn, 
As might contend with fcorch*d Calabna*s ground | 

But in his foul, that fhould contain the (lore 

Of furcft riches, he was bafe and poor. 

Him was Conilantia urgM continually, 
By' her friends, to love t fometimes they did intreat 
With gentle (jpccchet «nd mild courtefy | 
Which when they fee defpis'd by hor they thr«a^. 
But love too deep was feated in her heart. 
To be worn-out with thought of any fmaru 

Boon did her father to the woods repair. 
To feek for fpok*t, and hunt the (Parted gan^e; 
Guifardo and Philocrates were there, 
With many friends too tedioua here to name s 
With them Conihntia went, b ut not to find 
The bear or wolf, but Love all mild and kind. 

Being enterM in tfi6 pathlefs woods, while they 
Purfue their game, Philetus, who was late 
Hid in a thicket,' carries ftraight away 
His love, and haftens his own haily fate j 

That came too foon, upon him j and his Ain 

Wai quite eclipiM before it fully (hone. 

3 ^/Conftpntia 
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CoifftantiamirsMi the hunters In amaze 
Take each a feveral courfe, and by curft fdfc 
Gotfardo mas, with a love-carried pace, 
"Tow'rds them, who little knew their woeful ftate: 
Philetus^ like bold Icarus, foaring high 
To honours, found the depth of roifery. 

Tor when Guifardo fees his rival there, 
Swelling with envious rage, he Comes behind 
Philetusy who fiich fortune did not fear, 
And with his fword a way to 's heart docs find. 
But, ere his fpirits were, pofteft of death, 
In tbeie few words he ipent his lateft breath : 

** O fee, Conftantia ! my fl^ort race is run 5 . 
'* Sec how my blood the thirfty ground doth dye 1 
" But live thou happier than thy love hfeth done, 
'* And when I 'm dead, think fometime upon me ! 
" More my ftiort time permits me not to tell, 
" For new death feizeth me j my dear,* farewell T' 

As foon as he had fpoke thefe words, life fled 
From his pierced body, whilft Conftantia, fhe 
Kifles his cheeks, that lofe their lively red, 
And become pale and wan $ and now each eye, 
Which was fo bright, is like, when life was done, 
A ftir^tbat 's fallen, or an eclipfed fun. ' 

Thither PhHocrates was driven by fate, 
And faw his friend' lie bleeding on the earth; 
Xtar bis pale corpfe his weeping filler fate, 
H(r eyes ^ed tears, her heart to fighs gave birth. 
Philocrates, when he faw this, did cry, 
" Friend^ I '11 revenge, or bear thee company I 

Ea ^'Judf 
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*' Juft Jove hath fent mc to revenge this fate ; 
** Nay, ftay, Guifardo, think not Heaven in jefl e 
** 'Tis vain to hope flight can fecure thy flate/*" 
Then thruft his fword Tnto the viirain'^sBreaft. 
" Here" faid Philocrates, " thy life I fcnxT 
** A facrifice, t' appcafe my (Taughtcr^d friend.**" 

But, as he fell, " Take this reward,*^ faid he,, 

" For thy new viftory.'* With that he flung 

Hie darted /apier at his enemy,. 

Which hft his head, and in his brain-pan hung.' 
With tha^ he falls,, but, lifting up his eyes, 
" Farewell, Conftantia 1" that word faid, he die** 

What fl>all ihe do ? She to her brother runs. 
His cold and lifelefs'body does embrace | 
She calls to him, that cannot hear her moans. 
And with her kilTcs warms his clammy face. 
" My dear Philocrates !" flie, weeping, cries,, 
*• Speak to thy flffer P' but no voice replies. 

Then running to her hove, with many a tear,u 

Thus her mind's fervent paffion (he expreft j 

« O ftay, blefs-'d foul, ftay but a little here, 

*' And take me with you to a lading wft. 

** Then to Elyfium^s manfions both iliall fly, 

** Be married there, and never more to die.'* 

I 

But, feeing them both dead, flic cry'd, " Ah mc ! 

** Ah, my Philetus ! for thy fake will I 

•* Make up a full and pcrfcft tragedy : 

*' Since 'twas for me, dear Love,, that thou didfl die, '^ 
** I'll follow thee, and not thy lofs deplore j 
** Thefe'e)'eS| that &w thee kiU^d^ fluill fee no. jiiore^ 
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•' It fliall not lure be faid that thou didft die, • * 

^< And thy Conftantia live when thou waft ftain t 
"Vo, ne, dear foul ! I will not ftay from thee; 
" That will reflef^ upon my valued fame/* 
Then piercing her fad bfeaft, « I come •" (he cries. 
And death for ever closed htr weeing eyes. 

Her foul being fled to its eternal reft. 
Her father comes, add, feeing this, he falls 
To di' earth, with grief too great to be ejfpreft i 
'Whofe doleful words my tirM Mufe me calls 
T* o^rpafs $ which I moft gladly do, for fear 
That I ihould toil too mudh the reader^s ear. 
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TO THE RIGHT WORSHIP FUt, 
MY VERY LOVING MASTER 

MR. LAMBERT O S B O L S T 6 N,\ 

Chief School -mafter of Weftminftcr School.. 

SIR, 

MY childifli Mufe is in her fpring, and yet 
Can only ftiew fome budding of her wit. 
One frown upon her work, learned Sir, from you^ , 
Like fome unkinder ftcrm fhot from your brow, 
Would turn her fpring to withering autumn^s time^ « 
And make her bloffoms perifh ere their prime. 
But if you fmile, if in your gracious eye 
She an aufpicious alpha can defcry. 
How foon will they grow fruit ! how frcfli appear ! 
That had fuch beams their infancy to chcar I 
Which being fprung to ripenefs, expe£i then 
The earlieft offering of her grateful pen. 
Your moft dutiful Scholar, 

ABR. COWLEY. 

PYRAMU6 
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PYRAMUS AND T H I S B E- 

WHBN Babylon's high ^Is ere^ed w«re 
fiy mighty Ninvis' wife, two houf^s joined, - 
One Thifbe llv'd in, Pyrainus the fair 
In th' other s earth ne'er boafled fuch a pafr I 
The very fcnfelefs walls tbcmfelves combined. 
And grew in one, juft like their mafters'> n)ind» 

Thi(be all other women did excel, 

The Queen of I^ove lefs lovely was than (he : 

And Pyramus more fweet than tongue can tell { . . 

Nature grew proud in framing them fo well. 

But Vcftius, envying they fp fair ihould bej . 

Bids her fon Cupid (hew his cruelty. 

The all-fubduing God his bow doth bend. 
Whets and prepares his moft remorfelefs dart« 
Which heunie^n unto their hearts did fend. 
And (b was Love the caufe of Beaiity's end. 
But couhl he iet, he had not wrought their fmart^^ 
For pity fure would have overcome his heart* 

Like as a bird, which in a net is ta'en. 
By ftruggling more entangles in the gin ; 
So they, who in Love's labyrinth remain j 
With ftriving never can a freedom gain. 

The way to enter 's broad ; but, being in^ 

Ma art, ao labour, can an exit win. 

E 4 Thcfr 
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Thefe lovers, though their parents did reprove 
Their fires, and watched their deeds with jealoufy ; 
Though in thefe liorms no comfort could remove 
The various doubts and fears that cool hot love ; 
Though he nor her's, nor (he his face could fee^ 
Yet this could not mbolilh Lofve^s decree t 

For age had crackM the wall which did them part; 
This the unanimate couple foon did fpy, 
And here their inward forrows did impart. 
Unlading the fad "burthen cf their heart. 

Though Love be blind, this ihews he -can dcfcry 

A way to lefl'en his own mifcry. 

Oft to the friendly cranny they I'efort, 
And feed themfelves with the celeftial air 
Of odorifeious breath j no other fport ' 
They could enjoy 3 yet thiok the time 'but (hortf 
And wiih that it again renewed were, 
To fuck each other's breath for ever there. 

Sometimes they did exclaim againft their fate» 
And fometSmes they accusM imperial Jove j 
Sometimes repent their flames 1 but all too late ; 
7be arrow could not be recallM < their ftate 
Was.firft ordaIn*d by Jupiter above. 
And Cupid had appointed they /hould Iove« 

They curft the wall that did their kiifcs part. 
And to the ilones their mournful words they feat^ 
As if they faw the forrow of their heart. 
And by tbdr tears could underftand their fmait 1 

But it was har4» and knew npt what they roeaiify. 

Nor with their (ighsf alas I would it relent. 

Thi» 



PYRAMU& ANXI THISB£. ^ 

This in effeft they faid | " Curs'd wall ! O why . 

"** M^ilt thou our bodies fever, whofe true love 

" Breaks thorough all thy flinty cruelty ! 

'*• For both our fouls fo clofely joined lie, 
** That nought but angry death can them remove 5 
" And though he part them, yet they'll meet above,'' 

Abortire tears from their fair eyes out-flow'd, 
And danunM the lovely fplendor of their light. 
Which feem'd Jike Titan, whilft forae watery cloud 
O'eirfpreads his face, and his brigfht beams doth ihroud | 
Till Ve(pcr cbas'd away the conquered light. 
And forceth them (though loth) to bid good-night* 

But ere Aurora, uflier to the day, 

Began with welcome luilre to appear* 

The lovers xife, and at that cranny they 

Thu« to each other their thoughts open lay. 
With many a iigh and many a fpeaking tear$ 
Whofe grief the pitying morning bluflit to heai> 

** Dear Love l" faid Pyramus, " how long (hall we, 
** Like faireil iiowers not gatherVl in their prime^ 
'** Wafte precious youth, and let advantage flee, 
<<.XiU we bewail (at laft) our cruelty 
•* Upon ourfelves ? for beauty, though it fliine 
" Like dsiy, will quickly find an evening- timf« 

« Therefore, fweet Thiibe, let «s meet this night 
** At Ninus' tomb, without the city wall, 
** Under the mulberry-tree, with 'berries white 
** Abounding, thei-e t* enjoy our wifh'd deligfapt* 
** For mounting love, ftopt in its courfe, doth faH* 
** Aiid long'd-for, yet untafted, )oy kilU all. 

« What 
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<« What though our cruel parents angry be ? 

«« What though our friends, alas ! are too imkind ? 

*' Time, that now offers, quickly may deny, 

•^ And foon hold back fit opportunity. 

" Who lets flip Fortune, her fliall never find 5 . 

** Occafion, once pafs'd by, is bald behind.** 

She foon agreed to that which he requir'd,' 
For little wooing needs, where both confent 5 
What he fo long had pleaded, flie dcfir'd : 
Which Venus feeing, with blind Chance confpir'd,' , 

And many a charming accent to her fent, 
* That flic (at laft) would fruftrate their intent, 

Thus Beauty is by Beauty's means uildone, 

Striving to clofe thofc eyes that make her bright; 

Juft like the moon, which feeks t' eclipfc the fun, . 

Whence all her fplendor, all her beams, do tome t : 
So flie, who fetcheth lufl:re from their fight. 
Doth purpofe to deftroy their glorious lightw. 

Urfto the Mulberry-tree fair Thifl^e came ; 

Whete having refted long, at laft flic 'gan . 

Againft her Pyramm for to exclaim, 

Whilft various thoughts turmoil hfer troubled traan j 
And, imitating thUs the filver fwan, 
AUittlc while before her death, ftie fang t • ' 
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THE SON G. 

I. 

O M £» Xove I why ftaycft thou ? this nighfe . 
Will vaniHi ere we tafte delight : 
The moon obfcuves h^rfelf from fight, . 
Thou atbfent, whofc eyes give her light* 

ir. 

Come qukklyv dear] be brief as time, > 
Or we by morn il»il be o'erta'en } . 
Love*8 joy *s thine own as well as mine ) . 
Spend not therefore the time in vain^. 

HERE doubtfni thoughts broke off berpkafant Corkgi\ 
And fpr her lover*s ftay fent many*a figh $ 
Her Pyramu$» flie thought, did tafry longi.. 
And that his abfencedid her too much wrong* . 
Then, betwixt longing hope and jealoufy, , 
She fears, yet *$ loth to tax, his loyalty. 

Sometffdes flie thinks that he hath her forfaken | . 
Sometimes^ that danger hath -befallen him t 
She feart that he another Love hath taken $ 
Which ^ being but imagined, foon doth waken - 

Numberlefs thoughts, which on her heart did flln^ ; 

Faun^ that her future fate tog U;^ly.fipg. » 
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'WHILE file thus tnufing fate, ran from the wooi 
An angry lion to the cryftal fpringf. 
Near to tharptactf f Wfio cominf; from hb food. 
Hit chapf were all befmearM with crimfon blood : 
Swifter than thought, Aveet Thifbe ftrait begins 
ToiS)r from htm $ fear gave ber fwallow^ wlngt • 

At (he aToidi the lion^ her defire 

Bids her to il^y, left Fyramus ibould comc^ 

And be devoured by the ftem Hon*s ire. 

So ihe for ever bum in unqaench*d fire s 
But fear expel* all veafont j Ibe doth mm 
Into a darkfome cave, ne^er ken by fun, 

With hafteihe let her loofer mantle fall i 
IVhich, when fh* enraged lion did efpy. 
With bloody teeth he tore in piecet fmall i 
While Tbiibe ran, and look'd not back at all | 

For, could die fenfeleft beaft her facedefcty. 

It had not done heir fuch an in|«ry« 

The night half wafted, Pyramut did come ^ 
Who, feeing printed in the yielding fand 
The Iion*s paw, and by the fountain fome 
Of nHbe'f garment, forrow ftnick him dumbe 
Juft like a maitle ftatue did he ftand, 
Cut by fome ftullbl graver^t artful hamd* 

Rec4)vering breaih, at Fate lie did exclaim, 
Waftiing with tears the torn and bloody weed i 
** I may,**- (kid he, *• wyfelf for her death blamt-j 
** Therefore my blood ftiaU wafti away that ftiame c 

** Since ihe it dead, whofe beauty doth exceed 
; .^ All that fiiil nan can either hear or read/* 

This 
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T&M fpoke> he drew his fatal fwordy and faidy 
** Receive my^ crimron blood>. as a. due debt 
«* Unto thy conibint love, to which 'tis- paid r 
** I ftrait will .meet thee, in the pleafant /hade 
«* Of cool Elyfium j where we^ being met, 
** S^iall tafte thoie joys.that hein we^could not gpt.^* 

Then through his breail thrufting- hiiar iWoni; life hies • 
From him, and he makes hafte to feek his Pair :: 
And as upon the colour'd ground he liesj < 
His bfood had dropt upon the mulberries j ' * 

With which th' unf][>otted bcnics frained were^ 
And ever fince with red they coloar'd' are% 

At laft fair Thifbe left the den, foir fear 
Of difappointing Fyramus, fince fhc^ 
Was bound by promife for to meet him there t 
But when ihe faw the berries changed were * 

From white to black, Hie knew, not certainly 
It was the place where they agreed to be. 

WTth what delight from the dark cave flie came,. 
Thinking, to tell how fhe efcapM the bead I 
But, when (he faw her Pyramus lie (Tain, 
Ahi how perplex^ did her (id foul remain t 
She tears her golden hair, and beats her breaft. 
And every iign of raging grief expreft. 

She blames all-powerful' Jove 5 and fti'ives to take 
His bleeding body from the moiftenM' ground.. 
She kitks his pale facc^ till (he doth make 
It red with kiffing, and then feeks to wake 

His parting foul with mournful words $ his wound 
Waflict with tearsi that her fweet i^ech confound. 
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Ian elegy 

On the Death of the Right Honourable 

Dudley Lord CARLETON,.Vifcount Dorchester^ 

Late Principal Secretary, of State. 

TH * ii^feaul iUlers.did a council caU . ^ 

Of all the fiends, to the black Stygian hall i 
The dire Tartarian mondcnsj^ hating light, 
Begot by difmal £rebus«and Night> 
Where'er difpers'd abroad, hearing the fame 
Of their accurfed meeting, thither came. 
Revenge, whofe greedy mind no blood can fill. 
And Envy, never fatisfy'd with ill : 
Thither blind Boldnefs, and impatient Rage,. 
Reforted, with Death's neighbour, envious Age. 
Thefe, to opprefs the earth, the Furies fent • : 
The council thus diflblvM, an angry Fever, 
Whofe quenchlefs thirft by blood was fated never. 
Envying the riches, honour, greatnefs, love. 
And virtue (load-flone, that all thefe did move) 
, • §/omething is here wanting, as appears from the 
want both gf rhyme and connexion. N, 

Of 
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L 

UN D E R N E* AT H this mai^ble ftofi^^ 
Lie two beauties joinM in one. 

li. 

Two, whofe loves death could not fey^r^s 
For both liv'd, both dy'd together, 

HI. 
Two, whofe fouls, being too divine 
JFor earth, in their own fphere now (hlne* 

IV. 

Who have left their loves fo fim^ 
Jind their earth to earth again* 
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Nor Solon» fo by Givtfee admir'd* could ikyt 

Himfelfi witb all hit wtfdflim» from the grave* 

Stern Fate brought Maro to hit funeral flamt» / 

And would hare ended in that fire hit fame f 

Burning thofe lofty linety which now fhaU be 

Time*t conquerert, and out»laft eternity. . 

Even fo IqvM Clarke from de^tb no 'fcape could find. 

Though arm'd with grtat Alcides^ valiant mind. 

He wat adornMy in yeart though far more yqui^g*; 

With learned Cicero' t, or a fweeter tongue* , ,, 

ikndy could dead Virgil hear hit lofty ftrain> 

^e would condemn hit own to fire again. 

Hit youth a Solon*t wlfdom did prefage. 

Had enviout Time but giv*n him Solon^t age. 

Who would not therefore now, if Learnfhg't friend^ 

Bewail hit fatal and untimely end } 

Who hath fuch hard^ fuch unrelenting eyet. 

At not to weep when fo much virtue diet i 

The God of poett doth in darkneft fhrowd 

Hit gloriout face, and weeps behind a cloud* 

The doleful Mufet thinking now to write 

<8ad elegiet, their teart confound their fight t 

But him f Blyiium't lafting joyt they brings 

Where winged angdt hit fad requient fing. 
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A DREAM OP ELYSIUM, 

PHOEBUS, expcIPd by the approaching night, . 
BluAi'd, knd for Oiame cIo«*d in his bafliful light. 
While I, with leaden Morpheus orercome, 
The Mufe .whom I adore enterM the room : 
Her hair with loofercurioiity 
Did on her comely bock di^evelM He : 
Her eyes with fuch attraftlve beauty ihone. 
As might have wak*d fleeping Endymion. 
She bade me rife, and promised I (hould fee 
Tbofe fields, thofe manfions of felicity, 
W^e mortals fo admire at : fpeaking thus. 
She lifts me up upon wingM Pegafus, 
On whom I rid ; knowing, wherever (he 
Did go, that place muft needs a Tempe be. 

No foonpr was my flying courfercome 
To the bleft dwellings of Elyiium, 
When ftrait a thoufand unknown joys refort, 
And hemro*d me round ; chafte Lovers innocuous fport 1 
A thoufand fweets, bought with no following gall» 
Joys, not like ours, Ihort, but perpetual. 
How many objects charm ray wandering eye^ 
And bid my foul gaze there eternally ! 
Here in full flreams, Bacchus, thy liquor flows, 
Nor knows to ebb $ here Jove^s broad ti^e beftowa 
l>iftilling honey } here doth ne^iair pafs, 
With copious current, through the verdant grafs s 

F % Hert 
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Here Hyacinth, hit fate writ in his looks. 
And thou, NarcifTusy loving ftili the brooks, 
Once lovely boys I and AoU, no«r a flower. 
Are nouriih*d with that rarer herb, whofe power 
Created thee, Wa^s p^tmt Ood 1 liere growt 
The fpodefs lily and the blufliiiig roie i 
And all thofe divers omameots nboundf 
That varioufly in?y paint the gaudy groond. 
No willow, forrow't garland, thsce hath rooWf 
Nor cyprefs, fad attendant of a tomb. 
None but Apollo's tree, and th* ivy twioc 
Embracing the ft0Ut oak, the fruitiiil vine. 
And trees with golden apples loaded down^ 
On whofe fair tops fweet Philomel alone, 
Unmindful of her former mifery. 
Tunes with her voice a raviflitng hannony j 
Whilft all the murmttrtng brooks that glide ahmgi 

Make up a burthen to her pleafing fong. 
No fcreech-owl, fad companion of the nig^t } 
No hideous raven with prodigious flight, 

Prefaging future ill j nor, Progne, thee. 

Yet fpotted with young Itis* tragedy, 

Thofe facred bowers receive. There *s nothing there 

That is not pure } all innocent and rare. 

Turning my greedy ilght another way. 

Under a row of ftorm-contemning bay, 

I faw the Thracian finger with his lyre 

Teach the deaf flonet to hear htm and admire. 

Him the whole Poete^ chotus compaisM round, 

All whom the oak, all whom the lauid crowned* i 
3 Thtrj 
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Tliere baniftiM Ovid had a Iftffitag home^ 
Better than thoti fiottld^ft give, iragrateful Rome I 
And Lucan (fpitc of Nero) xA eUcH yem 
Had ereiy drop of his fpilr blbod agaih t 
Homer, SoPs Arft-born^ was not poor or bfkld^^ 
But fsw as Mwll in body as- in mind. 
TuUjr, grave Cato, Solbn, and the reft 
Of Greece^s admirM wift-men, here poileft 
A large rsward for theiv pafir deeds, and gain 
A life as everlaftingas their fame. 
By theft the valtanif heroes take their place § . 
All who ftdm death and perils did embrace ' " 

For virtue's caufe. Great Alexander there 
I-siigtts at the earth's fmall empire, and did wear 
A nobler crown than the whole world could give t 
There did Horatius, Codes, Sceva, live, 
And valiant Decius ; who now freely ceafe 
From war, and purchafe an eternal peace. 
Mext them, beneath a myrtle bower, where dovel 
Ar<d gall-lefs pigeons build their neds, all Love*t 
Tnic faithful ftrvants, with an amorous kifs 
And foft embrace, enjoy their greedieft wifli. 
Lcandcr with his beauteous hero plays, 
'Vor are they paited with dividing Teas s 
Porcia enjoys her Brutus $ death no more 
Can now divorce their wedding, as before i 
Fhilbc her Pyramus kifs'd, his Thilbe he 
Lrnbrac'd, each bltfsM with t' other's company t 
And every couple, always dancing, fmg 
'■'crnal pleafores to Elyfium's king, 
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But fee how ibon thefe pleafures fade away ! 
How near to evening is delight's ihort day ! 
The watching bird» true Nuncius of the light. 
Strait crowd i and all thefe vanifliM from my fight t 
My very Mufe herfelf forfook me too. 
Mc grief and wonder wakM s what fliould I do ? 
Oh ! let me follow thee (faid I) and go 
From life, that I may dream for ever (b. 
With that my flying Mufe I thought to clafp 
V/ithin my arms, but did a (hadow grafp. 
Thus chiefeft joys glide with the fwifteft ftream^ 
And all our greateft pleafure ^s but a dream. 

ON HIS MAJESTY'S 

It E TURN OUT OP SCOTLAND. 

GReat Charles !— there ftpp». ye trumpeters of fame > 
(For he who fpeaks his titles, his great name, 
Muft have a breathing-time) our king :— ftay there ^ 
Speak by degrees $ let the tnquifitive ear 
Be held in doubt, and, ere you fay *' is come,** 
Let every heart prepare a fpacious room 
For ample joys : then lo iing, as loud 
As thunder (hot from the divided cloud I 

Let Cygnus4>luck from the Arabian waves 
The ruby of .the rock, the pearl that paves 
Great Neptune^s court : let every fparrow bear 
From the Three Sifters* weeping bark a tear : 
Let fpotted lynxes their (harp talons fill 
With cryftal fetchM from the Promethean hili i 

Let 
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Let "Cythcrca's birds frefli wreaths compofe. 

Knitting the palc-fac'd lily with the rofc t 

Let the felf-gotten phoenix rob his neft. 

Spoil hi^ own funeral pile, and all his bed 

Of myrrh, of fi-ankincenfe, of caflia, bring* 

To ftrew the way for otlr returned king t 
Let every poft a panegyric wear. 

Each wall, each pillar, gratulations bear : 

And yet, let no man invocate a Mufe j 

The very matter will itfelf Infufe 

A facred fury: let the merry bells 
(For unknown joys work unknown miracles^ 
Ring without help of fexton, and prefage 
A new-made holy-day for future age I 
And, if the ancients usM to dedicate 
A golden temple to propitious Fate, 
At the return of any noble men». ' 

Of heroes, or of emperors, we muft then 
Raife up a double trophy s for their fame 
Was but the ihadow of our Charles's name* . , 

Who is there where ail virtues mingled flow* 
Where no defe^ls Or iniperfeclions grow f 
Whofe bead is always crownM with vi6lory, 
SnatcVd from Bellona's hand j him luxury 
In peace debilitates t whofe tongue can win 
Tully*& own garland, pride to him creeps iiu 
On whom (like Atlas* ihoulders) the propt ftate 
(At he vrtvtprimum mobile of Fate) 
Solely relies ; him blind ambition moves % 
Uit tyranny the bridled rubjc^ proves. . 
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But all thoCt mstaes, wUcb tfiejr all pofiHl 
I>iTMle(l9 aic colledcd m thy breaft. 
Great Charkf I LetCxCu boaft Pliasialia*s %itf» 
Hononiif praiie the Pajthian*8 iiiifeigii*d fli^t s 
Let Alexander call bimlelf Jore^t peer. 
And place his image near the thunderer ; 
Yet while oar Charles with ecpial balance reigns 
*Twixt Mercy and Aftrea, and maintains 
A noble peace, *tis be, *tis only he. 
Who is moft near, moft like, the Deity. 

SONG, ON THE SAME* 

HENCE, clouded looks | hence, briny tearfj 
Hence, eye that forrow^s livery wears t 
What though awhile Apollo plea(e 
To trifit the Antipodes ? 
Yet he retnms, and with his light 
Expels what he hath C3as*d^-die night. 
What thongl^fhe fpring yaniih sway. 
And with it the earth's form decay ? 
Yet his new-birth will ibon leftore 
What its departure took before* 
What tfaongh we miis*d our abfent king 
Awhile? Great Charles is come agsun i 
And with his prefimce makes ns know 
The gradtude to Heaven we owe« 
So doth a cruel florm impart 
And teach ns Palinurvs* art s 
So from (alt floods, wept by our eyei , 
A joyful Vemif dotk arift, 

A VOTE^ 
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LEST'the m»r-]udging world (houtd chanct to hj, 
I durft not but in ftcret munpura pray i 
To whiipcr in Jove's car . 
Hdw much I wifh that funeral^ . 
Or gape at fuch a groat-one^s fall { . 

This let all ages hear. 
And future times in my foul's picture fee 
What I abhor, what I defire to be, 

I would not be a Puritan^ though he 

Can preach two hours, and yet his fermon bt - 

But half a quarter long } 
Though, from his old mechanic trade^ . 
By Tifion he *s a paftor made, 

Hia faith was gix>wn fo ftrong ;i ; 
Nay, though he think to gain falvation 
By calling th' Pope the Whore of Babylon*' 

I would not be a School-mafter, though he 
His rods no lefs dian Fafcea deems, to be} 

Though he in many a place 
Turns Lilly oftener than his- gown% 
Till at the laft he make the nouns 

Fight with the verbs apace i 
Nay, though he can, in a poetic heat, 
Figuresy bom fmcc, out of poor Virgil beat* 

I would 
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I would not be JttfUc6 of peace» though he 
Can with equality divide the fee. 

And ftakes with his clerk draw ) 
Kay, though he fits upon the place 
Of judgment with a learned face 

Intricate as the law | 
Andy whilft he mul^Vs enormities demurely^ 
Breaks Prifcian*s head with fentences fecurely. 

I would not be a Courtier, though he 
Makes his whole life the trueft comedy } 

Although he be a man 
In whom the taylor^s forming art» 
And nimble barber^ claim more part 

Than Nature herfelf can $ 
Though, as he ufes men, *tis his intent 
To put off death too with a compliment. 

From Lawyers* tongues, though they can fpin with eafe 
The ihorteft caufe into a paraphrafe ; 

From Ufurers* confcience 
(For^fwallowifig up young heirs fo faft, 
Without all doubt, they '11 choakM at laft) 

Make me all innocence. 
Good Heaven ! and from thy eyes, O Juftice I keep | 
For though they be not blindj diey 're oft aileep. 



From 
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From Singmg-mcns* religion* who ai^ . 
Always at church, juft like the crows, 'caufe there 

They build themfelves a neft i 
From too much Poetry, which (hines 
With gold in nothing but its lines, 

Free, O you Powers ! my breaft. 
And from Afti'onomy, wJiich In the ikies 
Finds fiih and bulls, yet doth but tantalize. 

From your Court-madams* beauty, which doth cany 
At morning May, at night a January ■: 

From the grave city brow 
(For though it want an R, it has 
The letter of Pythagoras) 

Keep me, O Fortune, now I 
And chines of beef innumerable fend me. 
Or from the ftomach of the guard defend me. 

This only grant me, that my means may lie 
Too low for envy, for contempt too high. 

Some honour I would have, 
Not from great deeds, but good alone | 
Th* unknown are better thsm ill-known | 

Rumour can ope the grave ! 
Acquauntance I would have i but when *t depends 
Not from the number, but the choice^ of friends. 



Books 
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Books fiiould, not bafinefsy entertain the light i \ 
And fieep, as undifturbM as death, the night. 

My houfc a cottage more 
Than palace ) and fliould fitting be • 
For all my ufe, no luxury. 

My garden painted o^r 
With Nature^s'hand; not Art's $ that pleafures yield '. 
Horace might envy in hia Sabine field. 

Thus would I double my lifer's fading fpace ; 
For he that runs it well, twice runs his race. . 

And in this true delight, 
Thefe unbought fports, and happy ftate^ . 
I would not fear, nor wifh, my fate | 

But boldly fay, each night> 
To-morrow let my fun his beams difplay. 
Or in clouds hide them i I have liv*d to-day *•* 

A. POETICAL REVENGE* 

WEftminfter-halla friend and I agreed 
To meet in ; he (fome bdfmefs 'twas did breed 
His abfence) came not there $ I up did go. 
To the next court ; for though I could not know 
Much^what they meant, yet I might iee axid hyfifur 
(As moft fpc£);ator3 do at theatre) 

Things 

• The three concluding ftanzas of this poem are 
introduced by Mr. Cowley in his << Eifays in Verfe 
••'todProfc." N. 



^Things vtrf'AtaBgt i Foitaae didXeem to gmce 
. My coming there, and helptime to a place. 
. But» being ttewly ftttled at the /port, 
A femi-gentlenian of the Inits of Court, 
In a fatin fuit, redeemed 'but yeflerday $ 
One who is ravifliM^with a cock-ptt play ; 
Who prays God to deUver him from no evil 
ficiidet a taylor*8 bill j and fears no devil 
Beiides a V^tant, thruft <me from my itet t 
At which I *gan to quarrel, till a neat 
Man in a ruiF (whom therefore I did take 
For barrifter) openM his mouth aiid fpake | 
** Boy, get you gone, this is no fchooi." <* Oh no { 
*< For, if it wen, all you gownM-msn would go 
<« Up for falfe Latin/' They |^ew ftraight to be 
Incens''d j I feared they would have brought on me 
An action' of trefpafs i till the young man 
Aforefaid, in the fatin fuit, began^ 
To ftrike me s doubtlefs there had been a frafr^ 
Had not I providently ikippM away 
Without replying ; for to fcold is ill. 
Where every tongue 's the clapper of a miUf 
And can out-found Homer's Gradivus i Co 
Away got I s but ere I far did go, 
I flung (the darts of wounding poetry) 
Thefe two or three Aiarp curfes back : May he 
Be by his fathei' in his ftudy took '\ 

At Shakffpeare> plays, inftead of my lord Coitfi I 
May he (diough all his writings grow as foon \ 
As Butter*t out of eftlmation) 
> Gtt 
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Get kirn a poet*s nane» and fo ne>r come- 
Into a fcrjcanft or dead judg^^s Kwm ! 
May he become fomepoer }^yfictao*8 prey, 
Who keeps men with that confcieace in delay 
As he his client dotb» tiilhis health be. 
As far-fetcht as a Greek noonV pedigree ! 
Nay, for ^\ that, may the diieaie be gone* 
Never but in the long vacation I 
May neighbours ufe all quarrels to decide y 
But if for law any to London ride. 
Of all thofe clients let not one be his,. 
Unlefs he come in Forma Pauperis 1 

Grant this, ye Gods that favour poetry f 
That all thefe never-cea£ng tongues may be 
Brought into reformation, and not dare 
To'^uarrel with a thead-baro black i but (pare 
Them who bear fcholars* names, left, fome one take* 

Spleen, and another Ignoramus make* 

' f 

To the Dutchess of BUCKINGHAM. 

IF I (hould fay, that in your face were feen 
Nature^s beft pi£lure of the Cyprian Q^een | 
If I ihould fwear, under Minerva's name, 
Poets (who prophets arc) foretold your fame y 
The future age would think it flattery \ ■ 
But to the prefeiit, which can witnefs be, 
*Twould feem beneath your high deferts, as far 
At you above the reft of women are. 

Wh«| 
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When Manners* name with Villiers* joinM I fee. 
How do I reverence your nobility !' 
But when the virtues of yoor ftoek I view, 
(Envy^d in your dead lord, admired in you) 
I half adore them ; for what woman can. 
Besides yourfelf (nay» I might fay what man) 
But feX| and birth, and fate, and years excel 
In mind, in fame, in worth, in Hying well i 

Oh, how had this begot idolatry, 
If you had fiv*d in the world's infancy, 
When man^s too much religion made the htSt 
Or deities, or femi-gods at leaft ! 
But we, forbidden this by piety, 
Or, if we were not, by your modcfty. 
Will make our hearts an altar,' and there pray 
Not tOy but for, you $. nor that England may 
Enjoy your equal, when you once are gone, 
Bttty what *8 more poflible, t* enjoy you long» 

To hit very much. honoured GoDrATH£R^ 
. Mr. A. B. 

I Love (for that upon the wings of fame 
Shall perhaps mock Death or Time's darts) my Name* 
I love it more, bCcaufe 'twas given by you $ 
I love it m^ft, becaufe 'twas your nam& too | 
For if I chance to flip, a confcious fliame 
Flucka me, and bids me not defile your name. 



I*m gl^ thit eity^ r whott I vw*^ Iwftm 
(Bttty ah mel F«tr iMth otttft iluit wiUiog &«#) 
A fiither^ gave tm ftgMKithtr loo } 
And I *m moiv gMf^tcantt it gave ma yov i 

Whom I may sightly think* and te rm» te he 

Of the whole cky an opitome. 

1 thank my cai^ul Fate/which found out one 
(When Nature had not Ucenfed my tongue 
Farther than <rie$) ^ho Should my office do $ 
J thank her more^ becaufe ihe found out you i 
In whofe each look I may a fentence fee i 
In whofe each deed, a teaching homily* 

How (ball I pay this debt to you 7 My fate 
. Denies me indian pearl or Perfian plate ; 

Which though it did not, to requite you thus. 

Were to fend apples to Alcinous, 
And icll the cunning^ft way.— Nd I when I can. 
In every leaf, ia every veyfei write Man | 

When my ^ill relifheth a fchool no more $ 
When my pen-feather'd Mufe hath learnt to foar# 
And gotten wings as well as feet i Uok: than 
A For equal thanke from my UAWearicd pen t 
Till fiitore ages fay» *twas you did gi^ 
A name to me, and I made y«iir» to live* 
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AN ELEGY 
On ,the. Death of John Littleton, Efquire, 

Son and Heir to Sir Thomas Littleton, 

Who was drowned leaping into the Water to fave his 

younger Brother. 

AN D tnuft thefe waters fmile again, and play- 
About the (hore, as they did yefterday ? 
Will the fun court them dill f and Ihall they fhdw 
No confcious wrinkle furrow'd on their brow. 
That to the thirfty traveller may Tay, 
I am accurft } go turn fome other way ? 

It is unjuft : black flood ! thy guilt is more. 
Sprung from his lofs, than all thy watery ftore 
Can give thee tears to mourn for t birds ihall be. 
And beafts, henceforth afraid to drink of thee. 

What have I faid ? my pious rage hath been 
Too hot, and a£ls, whilft it accufeth, fm. 
Thou 'rt innocent, I know, ftill clear and bright, 
Fit whence fo pure a foul ihould take its flight. 
How it angry zeal confin'd ! for he 
Mvft quarrel with his love and piety. 
That would revenge his death. Oh, I fliall fin. 
And wiOi anon he had lefs virtuous been. 
For when his brother (tears for him I M fpill. 
But they 're all challenged by the greater ill) 
Struggled for life with the rude waves, he too 
Leapt io, and when hope no faint beam could fliow, . 

Voi.I. G His 



Sx COWLITY'S P0EM6. 

His eharity (hone moft : '* Thou (halt/* fatdhc, 
'* Live with roe, brother^ or Fll die with thee /* 
And (b he did ! Had he been thine^ O Rome 1 
Thou would*ft have caird this death a martyrdon* 
And fainted him. My confcience give me leavt» 
I * 11 do fo to : if Fate will us bereave 
- Of him we honoured livings there muft be 
A kind of reverence to his memory. 
After his death ^ and where more juft than here» 
\Vhcre life and end were both fo Angular ? 
He that had only talkM with him, might iind 
A little academ^ in his mind ; 
Where Wifdom mafter was, and fellows all 
•Which we can good, which we can virtuous, call s 
R«afi>n, and Holy Fear the pro£lors were. 
To apprehend thofe words, thofe thoughts, that err. 
His learning had out-run the reft of heirs, 
^toPn beard from Time, and leapt to twenty years* 
And, as the fun, though in full glory briglit. 
Shines upon all men with impartial light. 
And a good-morrow to the beggar brings 
With as full rays as to the mightieft kings s 
So he, although 4iis worth ]ufk (late might claim^ 
And give to pride an honourable name. 
With courtefy to all, cloath'd virtue fo. 
That 'twas not higher than his thoughts were low* 
•In *s body too no critique eye could find 
The fmallell blemifh, to^belye his mind j 
He was all purenefs, and his outward part 
. But reprefenu the pi^urt of his heart, 

3 'When 
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"When waters f^^llow'd mankind, and did cheat 
The hungry worm of its expeftcd meat } 
^hen gemsy pluckt from the (hore by ruder hand«> 
Retiim*d again unto their native fands | 
*Mongft all thofe fpoils, there was not any prey 
Could equal what this brook hath RoVn zwzy. 
Weep then, fad flood j and, though thou *rt innocent^ 
Weep becaufe Fate made thee her inftrument : 
And» when long grief hath drunk up all thy (lore, 
•Come to our eyes, and we will lend thee more. 

A Translation of 

Verses upon the Blessed Virgin* 

Written in Latin by the Right Worikipful Dr. A. 

' Avb^Maria. 
r\ 15 CE thou rejoiccd'ft, and rejdicc for ever, 
^^ Whofe-time of joy fliall be expired never t 
Who in her womb the hive of comfort bearS| 
•Let her drink comfort*s honey with her ears. 
Vou brought the word of joy in| which was bom 
An hail to all ! let us an hail return ! 
From you *' God fave*' into the world there cami \ 
Our echoJxail is but an empty name. 

Gratia Plena. 
HOW loaded hives are with their honey fiU'di 
From divers flowers by chemic bees difliird ! 
^iow full the collet with his jewel is. 
Which, that it cannot take by loVe, doth kifs s 

G a Hovif 
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How full the moon it with her brothcr*8 ray. 
When ihe drinks-up with thirfty orb the day ! 
H6w full of grace the Graces* dances are t. 
So full doth Mary of God's light appear. 
Jt is no wonder if with Graces (he 
Be fiill, who was full with the Deity «.. 

DoMiN.us Tecvm; 

THE fall of mankind under deat)i*s extent' 
The quire of ble0ed angels did lament. 
And wiihM a reparation to fee 
By hun, who Manhood joined with Deity. 
How grateful fliould man's fafety then appear 
T* himfelfy whofe fafety can the angels cheer ! 

Ben EDICT A TV IN MULIERIEUS. 

DEATH came, and troops of fad difeaies led . 
To th* earthi by woman's hand folicited : 
Life came fo too, and troops of Graces led 
To th' earth, by woman's f^ith folicited. 
As our life's fpring came from thy blelTed womb. 
So from our mouths fprings of thy praife fliall come t 
Who did life's blefling give, 'tis fit that flie. 
Above all women, ihould thrice bleffed be, 

£t BeNEDICTVS FRUCTUS VENTRI8 TUZ» 

WITH mouth divine the Father doth protcft,.. 
He a good word fent from his ftored breaft ^ 
*Twas Chrift : which Mary, without carnal though'tj. 
From the unfathom'd depth of goodnefs brought : 

Th« 



VERSES ON THB BLESSED VIROIN. %i 
The woiU-^f^ilefling a j\ift caufe affords 
To be ok blefled with redoubled words f 

SriRtTus Sanctus supbrvenibt in te. 

AS when fbft weft-winds ftrook the garden- rofe^ 
A fliower of Tweeter air falutes the nofe ; 
The breath gives fparing IciflTes, nor with power 
Unlocks^the yirgin-bofomOf the flower : 
So the Holy Spirit upon Mary blow'd. 
And from her facred box whole rivers flow'd i 
Yet.4oos'd not xhine eternal chaftity $ 
Thy rofe's folds do ftill entangled lie. 
Believe Chrift born from an unbruifed womb. 
So from unbruifed bark the odours come. 

£t V4RTUS Altissimi obumbrabit tiBI. 

GOD his great Son begot ere tiiHe begun i 
Maiy in- time Brought forth her little ioa^ 
Of double fubftance One ; life he bbgan» 
-Ood without Mother, without Father, Maa» 
(ireat is the birth-.; and 'tis a ftianger deed 
That She no man, than God no wife, fhould need t 
A Shade delighted the child-bearing maid, 
Antt God himfelf became to her a Shade, 
O ftrange dcicent 1 who is Light's author, he 
Will to his creature thus a Shadow be. 
As unfeen Light did from the Father flaw, 
So did ieen Light from Virgin Mary grow* 

G s When 
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Wlien Mofet fought God in a finds to fee. 
The Father's fliade was Chrift die Deity. 
Xet *• (ce|( for dav, we darknefs, wfailft our (ight*- 
In light finds darKoefs, and in darkaeft light. 

ODE I. 

On thB'Praise op POiTRT- 

'/T^ I S not a pyramid of marble Aone, 

•^ Though high as our ambition $ 
*Tis not a tomb cut out in brafs^ whicli can 

Give life to th' alhes of a man i ■ 
But verfes only s they fball frefb appear^ 

Whilft there are men to read or hear. 
When time (hall make the lafting brafs decay^ 

And eat the pyramid away ^ 
Turning that montiment wherein men truft 

Their names, to what it keeps, poor duft ^ 
Then fliall the Epitaph remain, and be 

New-graven in eternity. 
Poets by death are conquered ; but the wit • 

Of poets triumphs over it. 
What cannot verfe ? When Thracian Orpheus took 

His lyre, and gently on it ftrook, 
The learned ftones came dancing all along, 

^nd kept time to the charming fong. 
With artificial pace the warlike pine, 

The elm, and his wife the ivy^ twine j 

With 
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With all the better trees, which erft had ftood 

UnmovM, forfook their native wood. 
The laurel to the poet^s hand did bow. 

Craving the honour of hia brow ^ 
And every loving arm embraced, and made 

With their officious leaves a ihade. 
The beafts too ftrove his auditors to be« 

Forgetting their old tyranny. 
The fearful hart next to the lion came. 

And wolf was (hepherd to the lamb. 
Nightingales, harmlefs f3rren8 of the air. 

And Mufes of the place, were there j 
Who, when their little windpipes they had found 

Unequal to fb ftrange a found, 
O*ercome by art and grief they did expire, 

And fell upon the conquering lyre. 
Happy, O happy they, whofe tomb might be, 

Maufolus ! envied by thee ! 



II. 



That a pleasant Poverty is to be PRt- 

FERRED BEFORE DISCONTENTED RiCHES. 

WH Y, O ! doth gaudy Tagus ravifh thee, 
Though Neptune's treafure-houfe it be f 
Why doth Paftolus thee bewitch, 
Ittfefted yet with Midas* glorious itch f 
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Their dull and fleepy ftreamt are not at all. 
Like other floodi, poetical | 
They hive no dance, no wanton fjwrt. 
No gentle murmur, the lov'd (hon to court. 
No fifli inhabit the adulterate flood, 

Nor can it feed the neighbouring wood j 
No flower or herb is near it found, 
But a perpetual winter ftarves the ground. 
Give me a river which doth fcorn to fliow 
An added beauty j whofe clear brow 
May be my looking. glaft, to fee 
What^y face is, and what my mind fliould be \ 
Here waves call wavcs,.and glide along in rank. 
And prattle to the fmiling bank | 
Here fad king-fifliers tell their tales, 
And flfli e»rich the brook with filver fcalei. 
Daifies. the firft-bom of the teeming fpring. 

On each flde their embroidery bring j 
A "!!!^"**'^'^'^"^ grow more white, 
And drfffodrls, to fee themfelves, delight. 

Mcrea indx arbour gives her amorous fliade, 
Which Nature, the bcft gardener, made. 
Here I would fit and fing rude lays, 
Such as the nymphsand^ne myfclf should pleafe. 
1 huB I would waite, thus end, my carelefs dayat 
And rohin-rtd.breafts. whom men pndfe 
for pious birds, rtunild,^heiKl die, 
Ntnke uuih my monument and nltgy. 

O D K 



ODE m. 

To It I S M I 8 T R B- 8 <• 

TYRI AN dye why do you wear, 
Yott whofe cheeks beft fcarlet are ? 
Why do you fondly pin 
Pure linen o*er your flcin, 
(Your ikin that *§ whiter far) 
Cafting a duiky cloud before a ftar ? 

Why beaurs your neck a g6]den chain ? 
Did Nature make your hair in vain , 

Of gold moft pure and fine } 

With ^tiiis why do you Ihine ? 

They, neighbours to your eyes. 
Shew bat like Pbofphor when the fun^oth rife. 

I would have all ray miftrefs* parts. 
Owe more to nature than to arts \ 

I would not wooe the drefs. 

Or one whofe nights give lefs 

Contentment than the day. 
She *• faii^ whofe beauty only makes her gay. 

- For *tis not buildings make a court, 
Or pomp, 'but *t]s the king^s refoit : 

If Jupiter down pour 

Hirofelf, and in a ihower 

Hide fuch bright majefty, 
Ufs than a golden one it cannot be« 

ODE 
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ODE IV* 

On T9E Ukcbrtainty. of Fortune*. 
A Translation. 

LE AVE off unfit coBiplaints, and clea^ 
From fighs your breaft» and from black clondi < 
your brow, 
When the fun ihines not with his wonted cheer^ 
And fortune throws an adverfe caft for you f 

That fea which vext with Notus is. 
The merry Eaft- winds will to-morrow kifi* . 

The fun to-day rides drowfily. 
To-morrow 'twill put on a look more fair t 
Laughter and groaning do alternately 
Return, and tears' fports seareft neighbours are. 

'Tis by the gods appointed fo. 
That good fare fhould with mingled dangers floWr 

Vfho drave his oxen yefterday> 
Doth now over the nobleft Romans refgn. 
And on the Gabii and the Cures lay 
The yoke which from his oxen he had fa'cn s 

Whom Hefperus iaw poor and low, 
The moming*s eye beholds him greateft now* . 

If Fortune knit amongft her play 
But ferioufnefs, he fhall again go home 
To his old country-farm of yefterday. 
To fcoffing people nb mean jcft become ; 

And 



UNCERTAINTY OP FORTUNE. 9$ 
And with the crowned axe, which he 
Had rurd the world, go back and prune fome txee; 
Nay, if he want the fiiel cold requires^ 
With his own fafces he fliall make him fires. 



E 



In Commendation of thb time we lite trNDBk^ 
THE Reign OP ovr Ghacious Kino Charles, 

CURST be that wretch'(deatlf 8 faaorfttre) wh»> 
brought 
Diie (words into the peaceful world, and taught 
Smiths (who before could only make 
The ipade, the plow- (hare, and the rake) 
Arts, in moft cruel wife 
Man's life f epitomize ! 

Then men (fond men, alas I) ride poft to A* grave^. 
And. cut thofe threads which yet the Fates would favef: 
Then Charon fweated at his trade» 
And had a larger ferry made ; 
Then, then the filver hair. 
Frequent before, grew rare. 

Then Rev*enge, married- to Ambition^ 
Begat black War ; then Afrarice crept on | 
Then limits to each field, were ftrain'd^ 
And Terminus a god<head gained. 
To men, before, was founds 
Befides the fea, no bound. 
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In what plaint or what rivfer^ halb ndt bedii 
W«r'8 ftoiy writ in blood (fad kory I) foen r 
This truth too well our England ktiowt i 
'Twat civil (laughter dy-d her ruf»| 
Nay» then her lily too 
With blood*! lofs paler grew. 

Such griefff nay worfe than thefe, we now /hould feel, 
JDid not juft Charles filence the rage of fteel } 
He to ouff htid bleft Peace doth brings 
All neighbour countries envying. 
Happy who did remain 
Unborn till Charles's reign ! 

Wherei dreaming cheroicks ! is your pain and coft ? 
How is your oil, how is youit labour loft I 

Our Charles, bleft alchemift 1 (though Iftrange, 
Believe it, future timei t) did change 
The iron-age of old 
Into an age of gold. 

ODE VL 
vUpqn thb Shortness op Man^sXife. 

MARK that fwift arrow ! how it cuts the air« 
.How it out-runs thy- following eye I 
Ufe all perruafioM oow, and try 
If thou canft call it back» or ftay it there. 

That way ft went^ but thou Aialt find 
No traa is left behind. 

Fool \ 
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lool I *tit thy lifei and the fond archer thou* 

Of all the time thou *ft Ihot away^ 

I '11 bid thee fetch but yeAerday, 
And it (hall 4»fe too hard 1a taik to do. 

Befid^s repentance, what canft/find 

That it hath left behind > 
Our life it carried with too ftrong a tide ; 

A doubtful cloud our fubftance beorii 

And !• thi! horfe of all our years. 
Each day doth on a winged whirlwind ride. 

We and our gla(« run out; and' mult 

Both render up our duft. 
But hit paft life ^ho without grief can fee | 

Whajaever thinks his end too near. 

But fays to fame. Thou art mine heir*} 
That man extends life*s natural brevity -« 

This is, this is the only way 

To put-live Neftor.ln.a day*. 

An Answir to an Invitation to Cambridov**: 

NICHOLS^ my better tclf I forbear | 
For, if thou teirftwhat Cambridge pleafures are» , 
The fchooUboys* fin will light on me, 
Isihall, in mind at leaft, a tniaat be. 

Tell me not how you feed your mtxid 
With dainties of philofophy j . 
In Ovid*s nut I (hall not find 
The.tafte once pleafed me« 

etcll 
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b tell me not of logick*8 diverfe cheer t 
I ihall begin to loathe our cramboe here. 

Tell me not how the waves appear 
Of Caniy or how it cuu the leamedihire $ 

I fhall contemn the troubled Thames 
On her chief holiday ; ev-n when her ftreamt 
Are with rich folly gilded ^ when 
The quondam dung-boat is mad^ gay, 
. Juft like the bravery of the men* 
And graces with frefli paint thattday i 
When th* city fliines with flags and pageamU thert^ 
And fatin doublets, fecnnot twice a year. 

Why do I ftay then ? I would meet 
7hce ikcvtf but plummets hangupon my feet » 

•Tie my chief wifli to live with diee, 
3ut not till I deferve thy company.! 

Till theni we .*1I foom to4et that toy. 
Some forty Miles* divide our hearts : 
•Write to me, and I ihall enjoy, 
Friendfhip and wit, thy better parts. 
Though- envious Fortune lai^^ hindrance brings^ 
'We '11 eafily fee each otberj Xove hath wingt , 
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T HE M O T T O. 

" Tentanda via eft, &€." 

WHAT ihall I do to be for ever known. 
And make the age to come my own > 
I (hall, like beafts or common people, die, 

Unlefs you write my elegy ; 
Wlulft others great, by being born, are grown j 

Their mothers* labour, not their own. 
In thift fcale gold, in th* other fame does lie. 

The weight ©f that mounts this fo high^ 
Theie men are Fortune^s jewels, moulded bright ; 

Broaght forth with theii* own fire and light & 
If ly her vulgar ftone, for either look. 

Out of myfelf it muft be ftrook. 
Yet I muft otii What foimd is 't ftiikes mine ear ^ 

Sure I Fame*8 trumpet hear : 
It firands like the laft trumpet } for it can 

Raife up the4}uried man. 
Unpaft Alps flop mej but I Ml cut through all. 

And march, the Muies* Hannibal. 
Hence, all the flattering vanities that lay 

ffett qI rofti In. the way 1 

HcBC«9 
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Hende, the ddire of honours or eftat^ 

And all that is not above Fate I 
Hencei Lovrhimftlf; that tyrant of my days ! * 

Which intercepts my coming praife. 
Come, my beft friends, my books^ 1 and lead me on i-; 

*Tis time that I were gone. 
Welcome, great Stagyrite 1 and teach me now 

All I was bom to khow : 
Thy fcholar^s viflories thou doft far -out-do j 

He conquerM th* earth, the whole world you. 
Welcome, kam'd Cicero ! whofe bleft tongue and^witf. 

Preferves Rome's greatncfs yet : 
Thou art the firft of Orators j only he 

Who beft can praife thee, next muft be. 
Welcome the Mantuan fwan, Virgil the wift i ' 

Whofe verfe walks higheft, but not flies i 
Who brought green Poefy to her perfffl age. 

And mad^ that Art which was a Rage. 
Tell me, ye mighty Three ! what (hall I do 

To be like one of you ? ' 
But you have climbed the mountain's top, there Cif^ 

On the calm flouriftiing head of it, 
And, whSlft with wearied fteps we upward go^ . 

See usy and clouds^ below. 
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ODE. 
•OF WIT. 

TELL me, O tell, what kind of thing is Wit, 
Thou who mafter art of it i 
For the firft matter bvcs variety lefs j 
Left women love *t, either in love or drefs. 
A thoufand different fhapes it bears. 
Comely in thoufand (hape« appears. 
Yonder we faw it plain j and here Uis now. 
Like fpiritis, in a place we know not how. 

London, that vents of falfe ware fo much (lore, . 

In^no ware deceives us more j 
For men, led by the colour and the (hap?. 
Like Zeuxis* birds, fly to the painted grape. 

Some things do throughour judgment pafa . 

As through a multiplying-glafs ; 
And fometimes, if the obje6l be too far, , 
We tike a falling meteor for a ftar^ 

Hence 'tia a Wit, that greateft word of fame, , 
Qroyf& fuch a common name ; 

And Wits hi our creation they become, 

Juft ib as titnlar bifliops made at Rome. 
*T» not a tale, 'tis not a jeft 
Admir'd with laughter at a feaft, . 

Nor florid talk, which can that title gain ; . 

Tke proofs of Wit for ever muft remain. , 
Vol.. I. . H Tias 
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'Tis not to force fome lifclcfs vcrfcs meet 
With their five gouty feet. 

All> every where, like man^s, muft be the foul. 

And Reaibn the inferior powei-s control. 

Such were the numbers which could call 
The ftones into the Theban wall. 

Such miracles arc ceas'd ; and now we fee 

No towns or houfes raisM by poetry. 

Yet His not to adorn and gild each part j 

That (hows more coft than art. 
Jewels at nofe and lips but ill appear j 
Rather than all things Wit, let none be there* 
Several lights will not be feen, 
If there be nothing clfe between. 
Men doubt, becaufe they ftand fo thick i' th* flty. 
If thofe be ftai's which paint the Galaxy. 

*Ti8 not when two like words make up one noife 
(Jefts for Dutch men and Englifh boys).; 

In which who finds out Wit, the fame may fee 

'^In aii'grams and acroftick poetry : 

Much Icfs can that have any place 
At which a virgin hides her face 5 

Such drofs the fire muft purge away : 'tis jufl: 

The author blufli there, where the reader mull. 

*'ris not fuch lines as almoft crack the ftage 

When Bajazet begins to rage $ 
Nor a tall metaphor in the bombaft way } 
Nor the dry chips of /hort-lung'd Seneca $ 



Kor 
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'Hat upon all things to obtrude 

And force feme odd (irhilitudfc^ 
'What is it then, which, like the Power Divine} 
We only can by negatives define ? 

In a true piece of Wit all things mud be» 
Yet all things there agree ; 

As in the ark, joined 'Without force or ftrifey 

All creatures dwelt ; all creatures that had life : 
Or, as the primitive forms of all 
(If we compare great things with fmall) 

Which, without difcord or. confufion, lie 

In that ftrange mirror of the Deity. 

But Love, that moulds one man up otit of two» • 

Makes me fol-get, ahd injure yoli » 
I took you for myfelf, furc, w^hen t thought 
That you in any thing were to be taught. 
Correct my error with thy pen 5 
And, if any aik me then 
MThat thing right Wit and height of Genius is, 
ril only Ihew your lines, and ftty, 'Tis this^ 

TO THE LORD FALKLAND. 

For his fafe Return from the Northern Expedition 
agalnft the 9c0Ts. 

GREAT is thy charge, O North f be Wife and juft, 
England conunlts her Falkland to thy tiuft ; 

H » Return 
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Rctiini kim fiife ; Learning would rather chbofe 

Her Bodkf or her Vatican to lofe : 

An things that are but writ or printod ihtrc^ 

In his unbounded breaft engraven are. 

There all the fciences together meet^ 

And every art do<s all her kindred greet, , 

Yet juftie not, nor quarrer; but as well ' 

Agree as in fome common principle. 

So, in an army govcm'd right, we fee 

(Though out of feveral countries raisM it be) 

That all their order and their place maintain,* 

The Engliih, Dutch, the Frenchmen, and the D'vint t 

So thoufand divers fpecies fill the air. 

Yet neither crowd nor mix confusMly there | g 

Beafts, houfes, trees, and men, together lie. 

Yet enter undifturbM into the eye. 

And this great prince of knowledge is by Fate 
Thruft into th' noife and bufmefs of a ftate* 
All virtues, and fome cuftomsof the court. 
Other men's labour, are at ieaft his fport $ 
Whilft wcy who can no a£lion undertake, . 
Whom idlenefs itfelf might learned make j 
Who hear of nothing, and as yet fcarce know| 
Whether the Scots in England be or no } . 
Pace dully on, oft tire, and often ftay. 
Yet fee his nimble Pegafus fly away. 
*Tis Nature's fault, who did thus partial grow,. 
And her cftate of wit on one beftow ; 
Whilft we, like younger brothers, get at heft 
But k froall ftock, and muft work out the reft» 

How 



TO LORD FALKLAND. lox 
How could he anfwer % (hould the ftate think Et 
To queftion a monopoly of wit ? 

Such IS the man whom we require the fame 
•We lent the North i untouch'd, as is his fame* 
He is too 'good for war, and ought to be 
As far from danger, as from fear he 's free. 
Thoft men alone (and thofe are Ufeful too) « 

Whofe valour is the only art they know, ' 

Were for fad war and bloody battles born ; | 

Let them the ftate defend, and he adorn. 1 



OK THE DEATH or 

SIR HENRY WOOTTON. 

WHATThall we fay, fince filent now is he 
.Who when he fpoke, all things would filcnt be ? 
Who had fo many languages in ftorc. 
That only fame ihall fpeak of him in more ; 
Whom England now no more retuniM inuft fee ; 
He 's gone to heaven on his fourth embafly. 
On earth he traveled often 5 not to fay 
H* had been abroad, or pafs loofc time away. 
In whatfoever land he chancM to come. 
He read the men and manners, bringing home 
Their wifdom, learning, and their piety. 
As if he went to conquer, not to fee. 
So well he underftood the moft and beft 
Of tongues, that Babel fcnt Into the Weft ; 

H 3 Spoke 
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Spoke them fo truly,, that he hsui (you M rw«ar}» 
Not only liv'd, but been born cvciy where. 
Juftly each nation's fpeech to him wa» known« 
Who for the world was made, not us alone ^ 
Nor ought the language of that man be lefs. 
Who in his breaft had all things to exprefs. 
We (Uy th^t learning 's endlcfa, and blame Fate- 
For not allowing life a longer date : 
He did the utmoft bounds of knowledge find. 
He found them not fo large as was his mind i 
But, like the brave Pellsean youth, did moan 
Becaufe that art had no more worlds than one ) . 
And, when he faw that he through all had paft« 
He dy'd, left he (hould idle grow at laft. 

ON THE DEATH OF MR. JORDAH^ 
Second Mafter at Weftmuifter School. 

HEncc, and make room for me, all you who comC| 
Only to read the cpiuph on this tomb ! 
I Here lies the maftcr of my tender years, 
1 The guardian of my parents' hope and fears j. 
* Whofe government ne'er ftood me in a tear j 
i All weeping was referv*d to fpend it here. 
Come hither, all who his rare virtues knew. 
And mourn with me i he was your tutor too* 
Let's join our figbs, till they fly far, and (hew 
His native Belgia what (he 's now todo. 

The 



ON MR. JORDAN. loj 

The league of grief bids her with us lament j 
By her he was brought forth, and hither fent 
In payment of all men we there had loft, 
And all tJic-Englifh blood thofe wars have cod. 
Wifely did Nature this learn'd man divide j 
His birth w^s theirs, his death the mournful pride 
Of England; and, t' avoid the envious ftrife 
Of other lands, all Europe had his life. 
But we in chief; our country foon was growa 
A debtor more to hira, than he to *s own. 
He pluckt from youth the follies and the crimes,. f. 

And built up men againft the future times.; ij 

For deeds of age are in their caufes then. 
And though he taught but boys, he made the men.. 
Hence *twas, a maftcr, in thofe ancient days 
When mea fought knowledge firft, and by it pratfe>, 
Was a thing full of reverence, profit, fame 5 
Father itielf was but a fecond name. 
He fcom*d the profit ; his infti*u6lions all 
Were, like the fciencc, free and liberal. 
He deferv^d honours, but defpis'd them too,. 
As much as thofe who have them others do. 
He knew not that which compliment they call ^ 
Could flatter none, but liimfelf Lcait of all. 
So true, Co faithful, and fo juft, as he 
Wu nought on earth but his own memoiy ; 
fii$ memory, where all things written were. 
At fare and fixt as in Fate's books they arc. 
Tnus he in arts fo vaft a treafure gain'd, 
^"niift ftill the ufe came in, and ftock remained : 

H 4. And, 
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And, having purchas'd all that man can know. 
He labour'd with 't to enrich others now 5 
Did thus a new and harder taflc fuftain, 
Like thofe that work in mines for others* gain : 
He, though more nobly, had much more to do. 
To fcarch the vein, dig, purge, and mint it too. 
Though my excufe would be, 1 muft confeft, 
Much better had his diligence been left 5 
But, if a Mufe hereafter fraile on me, 
And fay, «* Be thou* a poet !" men (hall fee 
That none could a more grateful fcholar have ; 
For what I ow'd his Hfc I Ml pay his grave. 

ON HIS MAJESTY'S RETURN 
OUT OF SCO T'L A N P. 



w 



^ Elcorae, great Sir ! with all the joy 'that 's due 
To the return of peace and you 5 
Two greateft bleflings which this age can know ! 
For that to Tliee, for thee to Heaven we owe. 

Others by war their conquefts gain. 
You like^' God your ends obtain i 
Who, when rude Chao^ for his help did call, 
€poke but the word, arid fweetly order'd all. 

This happy concord in no blood is writ, 

. None can grudge Heaven full thanks for it a 
No mothers here lament their children's fate, 
- And like the peace, but think it comes too late. 

No 
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No widows bear the jocund beHs> 
And take them for their huibands' knells i 
' No drop of'blo^d isfpilty which might be faid 
To mark ouf joyful holiday with red. 

Twas only Heaven could work this wondrous things 

And only work 't by fuch a king. 
Again, the northerh''hinds may nng and plough. 
And fear no harm but from the weather now j 
Again may tradefmen love their pain. 
By knowing'now for whom they gain ; 
The armour now may be hung-up to fight. 
And only in their halls the children fright. 

The gain of cTvil wars will not allow 

Bay to the conqueror's brow : 
At fuch a game what fool woiild venture in, 
Where one muft lofe, yet neither fide can win ? 

Howjuftly- would our neighbours fmile 

At thefe mad quarrels of our ifte ^ 
Sweird with proud hopes to fnatch the whole away, 
Whilft-wc bett all, and>yct fornothhxg play I 

How was the filver Tine frighted before. 
And durft not kifs the armed fliore ! 

His waters ran more fwitly than they ufe» 

And hafted to the fea to tell the news : 
The fea itfelf, how rough foe'er, 
Could fcarce believe fuch fury here. 

How could the Scots and wh be enemies grown ? 

That, and its maifter Charles, had made us one. 

No 
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No blood fo loud as that of ctvii war : 
It calls for dangers from afar. 

Let *s rather go a&d feek out them and fame; 

Thus -our fore-fathers got, thus left, a name» 

All their rich blood was fpent with gains. 
But that which fwells their children's veins*. 

Why fit we ftill, our fpkits wrapt up in lead > 

Not like them whilft they livM, but now they're dead.. 

This noife at home was but Fate's p^licyy. 

To raife o^ fpirits more high i 
So a bold lion, ere hq ieeks his pyey> 
Laflies his fides and rpars, and then away. 

How would the German Eagle fear, 

To fee a new Guftavus there ! 
How would it (hake, though as 't was wont to d»- 
For Jove of old^ it now bore thunder too ! 

Sure there are actions of tliis height, and pratfe 
Deftin'd to Charles's days ! 

What will the triumphs of his battles be, 

Whofe very peace itfelf is victory ! 

When Heaven beftows the beft of kinga^, 
It bids us think of mighty things : 

His valour, wifdom, offspring, fpeak no lefs ; 

And. we, the prophets' fons, write not by gucfs». 
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ON THE DEATH OP 

SIR ANTHONY V A N P Y K 1/ 

THR FAMOUS FAINTER. 

T ^ANDYKE Is dead j but what bold Mufc fhall dare 
^ (Though poets in that word with painters flure) 
T* cxprcfs her fadnefs ? Poefy mud become 
An art like Painting here, an art that *s dumb* 
Let '8 all our folemn grief in filcnce keep, 
Like fome fad pidlure whicli he made to vjeep, 
Or tbofe who faw ^t^ for none his works could viev^ 
Unmoved with the fame pallions whkh he drew* 
His pieces Co with their live obj^ds (Irive^ 
That both or pictures feem, or both- alive. 
Nature herfelf, amaz'd, does doubting iiandy 
Which is her own and which the painter's hanU ^ 
And docs attempt the like with leis fuccefs, 
When her own work in twins flie would cxprefs* 
His all-refembling pencil did out-pafs 
The mimic imagery of looking-glafs. 
Nor was his life lofs pcrfe6l than his art. 
Nor was his hand lefs erring than his heart* 
There was no falfe or fading colour th^re, 
The figures fwect and well -proportioned were* 
Moft other men, fet next to him in view. 
Appeared more ihadows than the men he drew. 
Thus ftill he livM, till Heaven did for him call j 
^'hcrt reverend Luke falutes him firft of all j 

Whci-e 
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Where he beholds new fights, divinely fair* 
And could almoft wi(h for his pencil thfcre ; 
Did he n6t j;lfttl]y fee hdw all things (kiSit, 
Wondroufly painted in the Mind Divine, 
Whilft he, for ever ravifhM with the (how. 
Scorns his own art, which we admire below. 

Only his beauteous lady ftill he loves 
(The love of heavenly bbjefts Heaven improved) 5 
He fees bright angels in pure beams appiear. 
And thinks oh her he left fo like them here. 
And you, fair widow f who ftay here alive. 
Since he fo much rejoices,* ceafe to grieve s 
^our joys aiid griefs were wont the fame to be ; 
Begin not now, bleft pair ! totiifagree. 
No wonder death mov*d not his generous mind$ 
You, and a new-born You, he left behind : 
Ev'n Fate exprefsM his love to his dear wife. 
And let hinr aid your pi6lure with his Kfe* 

PROMETHEUS itL-PAiKT^D. 

HO W wretched docs Prometheus* ftatc appeau-, 
Whilft he his fecond mifery fulftrs here I 
Draw him*^ no more ; left, as he tortur'd ftands. 
He blame great Jove^s lefs than the painter^s haiids. 
It would the Vulture's cruelty outgo. 
If once again his liver thus ihoutd grow. 
Pity him, Jove ! and his bold theft allow 5 
The flames he once ilole^ from thee grant him now^ \ 

O 13 1 
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HERE *s to thee Dick;, this whining love defpife; 
Pledge me, my friend 3 and drink till thQU be'ft 

wife. 
It fparkles brighter far than flie t 
*Tis pure and right, without deceit j . 
And fuch no woman ere will be : 
No i they ai-e all fophifticate. 

With all thy feiTile pains what canft thou win^ 
But an ill-favour'd and uncleanly fin ? 

A thing fo vile, and fo fhort-liv'd^ 

That Venus' joys, as well as £be. 

With reafon may be faid to be 

From the iiegle^ed foam derivM. 

Whom would that painted toy a beauty more ; 
Whom wotild it ere perfuade to court and love ; 

Could he a.woman*8 heart have feen 

(But| oh I no light does thither come). 

And viewM her perfectly within> 

When he lay (hut up in her womb ? 

Follies they have fo numberlefs in ftore, i 

That only he who loves them can have more^ I 

Neither their fighs nor tears are true j 

Thofe idly blow, thefe idly fall, 

Nothing like to ours at all s . 

fiiit fighft and tears have fexes too* 

Kcro 
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Here *8 to thee again ; thy fenfeleft forrows drown^ 
Let the glafs walk» till ail thin9| too go round ! 
Again, till thefe tivo lights be four ; 
. Vo error here can dangerous prove : 
Thy pafTionyTnan, deceived thee morei 
■None double fee like men in love. 



FRIENDSHIP IH ABSENCE. 

WHE N chance or cruel biifinefs parts us two* 
What do our fouls, I wonder, do ? 
Whilft lleep docs our dull bodies tie, 
"Methinks at home they ihould not ftay. 
Content with dreams, but boldly fly 
Abroad, and meet each other half the way. 

Sure they do mect^ enjoy each other there. 

And mix, I know not how nor whcffc ! 
Their friendly lights together twinfc. 
Though we perceive H not to be ib ! 
Like loving ftars, which oft combine. 

Yet not themfelves their own conjunftions know. 

^Twere an ill world, I 'II fwear, for every friend. 
If diftance could their union end : 
But Love itfelf does far advance 
Above the power of time and fpa:ce 5 
It fcoms fuch outward circumftance. 

His time *s for ever, every where his place. 
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1 *m there with thee, yet here with m6 thou art, 

Lodg'd in each other^s heart : 

Miracles ceafc not yet in love. 

When he his mighty power will tty, 

Abfenceitfelf does bounteous prove, 
Ar.d ftrangely €V*n our prcftnce multiply, 

Pure is the flame of Friendftiip, and divine, i 

Xike that which in Heaven's fun does fhlne^i < 

He in the upper air and (ky 

Does no effe^s of heat beftow; 

But, as his beams the farther fly, 
He begets warmth, life, beauty, here below. 

vasodihip is lefs apparent when too nigh, 
JLikc objects if they touch the eye, 
Ltfs meritorious then is love ; 
For when we friends together fee 
So much, (b much both one do provt^ 

That their love then feems but felf-love to be. 

tick day think on me, and each day I (hall 

For thee make hours canonical. 

By every wind that comes this way. 

Send me, at leaft, a figh or two 5 

Such and fo many I Ul repay. 
As ihall themfelves make winds to get to you. 
A tboufand pretty ways we '11 think upon. 

To mock our feparation. 

Alas ! ten thoufand will not do : 

My heart will thus no longer ftay j 

No longer 'twill be kept from you. 
Bat knocks againft the bread to get away. 

3 And, 
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And> when no ait affords me help or eafe^ 

I feek with verft my griefa t* appeafe ; . 
Juft as a bird, that flies about 
And beats itfelf againft the cage> 
Finding at laft no paiTage out. 

It fits and fingSy and fo .overcomes its rage. V 



TO THE BISHOP OF LINCOLN; 

VPON HIS ENLAItGEM£NT OUT OV THE TOWER-. 

PARD ON, ray lord, thkt I am come fo late 
T' cxprefs my joy for your return of fate I 
So, when injariou8> Chance did you deprive 
Of liberty, at firft I could not grieve $ 
My thoughts awhile, like you,- imprifon*d lay } 
Great joys, as well as. forrows^ make a ftay i 
They hinder one another in the crowd. 
And none areiieard, whilft all would fpeak aloud... 
Should every man*s ofHcious gladnefs hafte, . 
And be afraid to (hew itfelf the laft. 
The throng of gratulations now would.bft 
Another lofs to you of liberty. 
When of your freedom men the news did hear,- 
Where it was wiih*d-for, that is every where, 
•Twas like the fpeech which from your lips docs fall ^ 
As foon as it was heard, it raviOi^d all.' 
So eloquent Tully did from exile come ; 
Thus longM-for he returned, and cheriftTd Rome $ 

Which I 
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Whicli could no more his toitgiie and couAftlft talk { 
fiome, tht world's hMd* was nothing widmut his* 
Wrong to thoie facred a(hes I ihould dd^ 
Should I compare any to him but you } 
You, to whbm Art and Nature did difpenfe 
The confulihip of wit and eloquence. 
Nor did your fate differ from his at ally 
Becaule the doom of exile was his fall j 
For the whole worl^, wlthcfut a native home. 
It nothing but a prifon of larger room. 
But like a melting woman fuffer*d he. 
He who before out-did humanity ; 
jblor could his fpirit conftant and Hedfaft prove, 
Whofe art 't had been, and greated end, to move». 
Yott put ill-fortune in fo good a drefs. 
That it out-ihone other men's happinefs : 
Had your ptofperity always clearly gone, 
At your high merits would have led it on. 
You *ad half been loft, and an example then . 
But for the happy— »the leafl part of men. 
Your very fufferings did fo graceful fhew, 
That fome ftrait envy'd' your afflif^ion too ; 
For a clear conA:iei|ce and heroic mind 
In ills their bufinefs and their glory fuid> 
So, though lefs worthy ftones are drown'd i'n nighty 
The fiaithful diamond keeps his native light, 
And is oblig*d to darknefs fbr a ray,. 
That would be more opprefs'd than hclpM by day. 
^our foul then moftihcwM her unconquer'd power 
Was ftronger and more armed than the Tower. 
Vol. I. I Sum 
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Sure unkind Fat« will tnapt your fpirit no more ) 
Sh* hat try*d her wcakneft and yovr ftrengtli before* 
T* oppofe him ftiU, who once hat conquer*d (b» 
Were now to be your rebels not your foe i 
Fortune henceforth will more of providence havci 
And rather be your friend than be your Aave* 



TO A LADY 

WHO MADE FOtlEt FOR RINOt. 

1 Little thought the time would ever be. 
That I fhould wit in dwarfifh pofiet fee* 
At all wordf in few letter* live, 
Thou to few wordt all fcnfe doll give. 
*Twat Nature taught you thit rare artt 
In fuch a little much to (hew ) 
WhO| all the good flie did impart 
To womankind, epitomized in you. 

Iff at the ancientt did not doubt to fiogi 
The turning yeart be well compared to* a ring^ 
We '11 write whatever from you we kear^ 
, «For that 't thepofy of the year. 
Thif diiFerence only •will remain- 
That Time hit former face doet fliew^ 
Winding into himfelf again $ 
Sut your unweary*d wit it always new* 
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'*Tis faSd ttat conjurera have an art found out 
Tl cany Ipii^ta confined in rings about : 
The W9nder no%V'will iefs appoar. 
When we behold your magic here. 
Youy'by your ringi, do prifoners Cake, 
,-. And chain themwUh your-ojiyftic ipellt. 
And, the ftrong witchcraft full to make» 
LoYe> the great devil, chamM to thofe cirde«, dwelU* 

They who above do various circles find. 
Say, like a ring th* Equator heaven does bind. 
When heaven ihall be adomM by- thee 
(Which then^more Heaven- than *tis'will be), 
*Tis thoa nxuft wtite the pofy there. s 
For it wanteth one as y«t, 
Though the fun pafs through H^ twice a year) 
Tbe fun, wllo is efteem^d the Cod •f wit. 

Happy the hands which wear thy faered rings, 
Tliey 11* teach thofe hands to write myfterioifv things. 
iXet other rings, with-jewels bright, 

Caft around their tjoftly light ; 

Let them want no noble ftone. 

By nature rich and att refin'd j 

Yet (hall thy rings give place to nene, 
ilut only that which inuft thy marriage bind. 
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FROLOGUE TO THE GUARDIANt 

BEPOHB THE rRlKGB« 

WHO fky the timet do leamingf di&llaWl^ 
^Tif falib } 'tWM never honourM (6 a» no^. 
When fom ftp|>tari great PciiMe 1 our u(gltt i* donie ^ 
YiM» aM o«r moming-iiai'i and fliall be' ovtt fuil. 
But our iceoe *• London now $ and by the rout 
We periihf if tht Round^heade be about t 
For now nb otnament the head muft viear. 
No baySf no oiitrc^ not ib mn^h as hatr. 
How can a play paft fafely* when ye knoMf 
Cheapfide^crofa fails for mailing but a fliow^ 
Our only hope it this, that it may be 
A play Many pais too» madtf extempore. 
Though other arta poor and. negle^Ud gitow^ 
They '11 admit Poefy which was always fo. 
3ut we contemn the fury of thefe days> 
And fipom no left their canfuxe than their praiTe^ 
Our Mure> bleft Prince I does only' on you rely | 
Would gladly Hve> but not refufe to die. 
Accept our hafty zeal I a thing that 's play'dt 
Ere 'tis a playi and a£led ere 'tis made. 
Our ignorance^ but our duty tooywe fhow^j 
I would all ignorant people would do fo 1 
At other tiotes expe£l our wit or art i 
This comedy is afted by the hearL 

< 
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THE EP.ltOGUE, . 

TH £ play, great Sir! js done; yet pee4s maft 
fear, 
ThdugK you brought. all ^oor father's mercies here^ 
It may oflfbnd your Higbnefs j and we 'avc now 
Three hpun done treafon here, for aught .we knpvr* . 
But power yoifr grace can above Nature givei i 

It can give power tb make abortives live 5 ' 

In whichy if our bold wiihes fliould be ttott, 
Tis but the life of one poor week H has loft f 
Though it ihould faH beneath your mortal'fcom» 
Scarce cotild it die more <{tiick]y ^an *twas boni« 



MR. WILLIAM HERVey. 

" Immodicis brevis eft a^tas,^ rara {enedus/^ MaRT^' 

IT was a diimkl and a fearful ntghti 
Scarce could the ^lorn drive on th* unwilling lights 
When deep, death*s im|ge,.left my trc^ublod breaft> 

By fometl^ing Hker d^ ath pofl*eft. 
My eyes with tears did uncqmmanded flow. 
And on my foul hung the dull weight * 
Of fome intolerable fate. 
What bell wns 'that ? ah me t too much I know. 

1% My 
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My fweet companioni and my gentle peer. 
Why haft thou Mt me thus -unkindly here», 
.Thy end for evert M<i my lif<B» to moan i 

O, thotf hail Idft me alt al6ne I 
Thy foul and body, when Death^s agony 
BefiegM around thy nobl^ heart, 
DSd not wifh more reluctance part, 
Thkn T, my deareft friend 1 do part from thbe.. 

My dcareft friend, would! had.dy*d for.thecl 
liife and this world henceforth will tedious be.. 
Nor ihall I know«henafter what. to. do. 

If once my griefs prove tedious t09. 
$il^ aad. fad -I walk about all .day, . 

As fuUcn ghofts ftalk fpeechlefs by 

Where their hid treafures lie i 
Alas ! my t^afure *s gone I why do I <ftay ? 

Hft was my^friend| the truaft friend on eafth $y 
A ftron^ and mighty influence joined our birth s 
* NortUd we envy the moft founding name- 

By friendflup given of old to fame* 
None but his brethren he and (ift^rs knew. 

Whom the kind youth preferred to me }; 

And ev*n in ^at we didagree, 
For much above myfelf I l6v*d them too. 

Say, for you faw us, ye immortal 4igbts, 
How oft unwearyM have we fpent the nights^.. 
Till the Ledsean ftars, fo fam*d for love, . 
Wondered at us from above ! 
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We fpent them not in toys, in luftti or wine $ 

fut feaixh of deep Philofophyy 

Wit, Eloquence^ and Poetry, 
Arts which I loy*d| for they, my friend, were thine. 

Ye fieldir of Cambridge, our dear Cambridge, fay 
Have ye not feen us walking every day ? 
Was there a tree about which did not know 

The love betwixt us two ? 
Henceforth^ ye gentle trees, for ever fadt^ 

Or yonr fad branches thicker join, 

.- And into darkfome ihadcs combine. 

Dark as the grave wherein my friend is laid ! . 

Henceforth, no learned youths beneath you fing, 

TiU all the tuneful birds to' your boughs they bring {. 

No toneful birds play with their wonted choar, 

And call the learned youths to hear ; 
No whiftling winds through the glad branches fly. t 

But all, with fad folemnity, 

Mute and unmoved be, 
Mute as the grave wherein my friend dbes lie* 

To him lily Mufe made haftc with, every ftrain, 
Whilft it was new and warm yet from the brain ; 
He lovM my worthlcfs rhymes, and, like a friend, 

Would find out fomething to commend. 
Hencsnow, my Mufe! thou canft'not me delights 

Be. this my lateft verfe, 

With which I now adorn his hearfc 1 
And this my grief, without thy help^ ihall. write* 

1 4 V<^^ 



Had I a wretthof bay» aboitt my brow, - " 

I fhoold contemn. that' ilourifiiii»g honour now} 
Coiidemn it to the fire, and joy*' to hear 

It rage and cracki& there. 
Inftead of bays, crown with fad cypref8<|i|e j 

Cyprefsy which tombs, does b^ytify : 

Not Phoebus grievMi Co mych as I, 
Por him who firft was made that mournful tree* 

Large was his foul ; as larg&a Conl as ere 

Submitted to inform a foody here ^ 

High as the place *twas (hortly* in heaven to have^ 

But low and humble as his grave : 
So high, that, all the Virtues there did cpmey 

As to their chiefcft feat 

Confpicuous and great ; 
So low, that for me too. it made a room. 

He fcom'd this bufy world below, and all 
That we, miftaken mortals ! pleafure call ; 
Was fiird with innocent gallantry and truths 

Triumphant o*cr the fins of youth. 
He, like the ftars, to which he now is gone^ 

That Ihine with beams like flame, 

Yet bum not with the fame. 
Had all the light of youtk^of the fire norte. 

Knowledge he only fought, and fo foon caught. 
As if for him Knowledge had rather fought t 
UpT did moiie Learning ever crowded Uc 
In fiich a ihort mortality* 

3 When* 



ON MR. H£RV£Y:6 JOCATB, am 

IVhene'er the (killul tyovth ^iUcoWs'^ 0r «irit^ 

Still did the notions throng 

About. hie eloquent tongue. 
Nor could his ink flow hfUr than hit witi> 

So ftrong a wit did Nature to him frame, 
At all things but his judgment overcame ; 
His judgment lilce the heavenly moon did fhowj 

Tempering that mighty fea below. 
Oh! had he Uv*d in lr«ari^ing*8 world, nrliatboiwA 

Would have been able to control 

His over^powering foul I 
We ^are loft in him arts that not yet are foundt 

Hii mirth was the pure fpirits of various wit. 

Yet never did his God or friends forget } 

And, when d^p talk apd wifdom came in vlew^ 

Retired, and gave to them their due s 
For the rich help of books he always took. 

Though his own iearchingmiod before 

Was fo with notions written o*er 
Ai if wife Nature Jiad made that her book* 

So many virtues joined in him, as we 
Can fcarce pick here and there in hiftory { 
More than old writers* praftice ere could reach | 

As mnch as they could ever teach. 
Thefe did Religion, Q^ecn of virtues 1 fway | 

And all their facred motions fteer, 

Juft like the firft and higheft fpherr^ 
Which wheelf about, and turna all heaven me way^ 

Wttb 
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With as modi seal, dtfcikm, piety,. / 

He mlwajs lir*d, as other iaints do die. 
Still with his fool iefcie aceoimt he kept. 

Weeping all <kbts ont ere he ilept t 
Then down in peace and innocence he lay». 

Like the (jin*s lahorious lights 

Which, ftill in water lets at night* 
Unfbllied with his journey of the day. 

Woadfons young man ! why wert thou made fo good|. 
To be fnatch*d hence ere better underftood f 
SnaichM before half of thee enough was feen ! 

•Thou ripe, and yet thy life but green I 
Nor could thy friends take their laft.Od farewell^ 

But danger and infeftiousi death- 

Malicioaily feizM on that bceath 
WhenB life, fpirit, pleafure*. always usM to dwell*. 

But happy tbott, ta*en from this frantic age* 
Where %norance and hypocrify does rage 1 
A fitter time for heaven no foul ere chofe^ 

The place now only free from tho6i 
There *mong the blcft thou doft for ever ihine* , 

Andy.whereTocfer thou cailf thy view, 

.Upon that white and radiant. crew, 
8ee*ft*not a foul cloath*d.witb more light than thine. 

And, if the'gloriotts faints ceafe not to know 

Their wretched friends who fight with life below. 
Thy flame ta me does ftill the fame abide* 
Only more pure and I'arefy *d« . 

There, 
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TKcrei whilft immortal hymns thou d6^ rehearfei 

Thou doft with holy pity ftb 

Our dull and earthly poefyi 
Where grief and-mifery can be join'd with vcrfe* 

O D- B. 

IN IMITATION OF H0R.ACE'». oa«. 

«* (^lis multa gi-acili& tc puer in rosa 

«« Pcrfufuv:' &c.. Lib. I. . Od. 5*. 

Td wKom.now,.Pyrrha, art thou kind ?. 
To what hcart-ravifti'd lover 
Doft thou thy golden locks unbind, 
Thy bidden fweets difirover. 
And with large bounty open fct 
• All tht bright (lores of Ihy rich cabinet ^ 

Ah> fimple youth 1 how oft will he 
* Of thy changed faith complain ! ^ 

And his own fortunes find to be 

So airy and fo vaih. 

Of fo camehon-like an hue, 
That ftill their colour changes with it too ^ 

Bow oftf alas ! will lie. admire 

The blackncfs of the ikies ! 
Tirembling to hear the winds found higher 

And. fee the billows rife I 

Poor unexperienced he> 
Vho nc'eri alas I bcfpxe had beea.at fea I . 
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jle* «BJ<^ft ^y calmy fun-fliioe aow. 

And nobieath ftirring bears j 
In the clear heaven of thy brow 

Ho (maUeft ciood appear*. 

He fees thee gentle, fair, and gay. 
And trufts the.faithleft Apnl of thy May. 

• tJnhappy* ihrke unhappy, he, 

T* whom thou untry'd ^oft (hine ! 

But there *s no danger now for me, 
Sinec o*er Ix>retto*s flinne. 
In witnefs of the ihipwreck pafi^ 

My confecrated vefTel hangs at laft. 

IN IMITATION OF 

MARTIAL'* EFIGRA*!* 

«< SI tecum mlhi, chare MaxtiaHs," &c. L.5. Ep. ay, 

IF, deareft friend, it my good fate might be 
T* enjoy at once a quiet life and tl^ee } 
ff we for happinefs could leifure find, 
And wandering time into a method bind ; 
We ihould not fure the great-men*s favour neeJ, 
Nor on long hopes, the court's thin diet, feed; 
We ihould not patience find daily to hear 
The calumnies and flatteries fpoken there s 
We ihould not the lords* Ublet humbly ufe, 
Cr talk ia ladies* <hamben lo^e and news 1 

But 



IMlTATIOtr OF MARTIAI* u^ 

l\itbookSy anti wife difcouife» gardeat and fields* 

And ill the joys that unmixt Nature yields | 

Thick fummer ihadea» where winter ftill does lie^ 

Bright winter fires> that fttnuner's part fupply i 

Sleep) not controlM by cai«s> confinM to nighty 

Or bound in any rule but appetite { 

Free, but not favage or ungracious niirth, 

Kick winesy. to givt it quick and eafy birth ; 

A few companions^ which ourfelves fliould chuft* 

A gentle miftreis, and a gentler Mu(^. 

Such, deareft friend 1 fuch, without doubt, fhould bft 

Our place, oi\r bufinefs, and our company* 

Now to himfeif, alas- 1 does neither live^ 

But fees good funs, of which we ane to give 

A ftrifi account, fet and march thick away a< 

lUowi a m^in how to live, and does he ftay i 

THE CHRaNIGLE*. 

A B' A L L A D. 

MARGARITA firil poOM, 
If I remember well, my breail» 
Margarita firft of all ^ 
But when awhile the wanton maid 
With my rieftlefs heart had playM, 

Mar.tiia took the flying ball*. 

Martha foon did it refign 

To thei'bcautsoua. Catharifle* 

Seau(eou$ 
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Bctttteoiii Catharine gare p(ac« 
(Though loth and angry flie to part 
With'the poflWIion of my heart) 

To £liza*t conquering face. 

Eliza tin this hour might reign^ 

Had (he not evil counfels taVn, 
FundamentaMawt flie brokcy 
I And ftill new favourites (he chofe^ 
Till up in arms my pafliont rofe^ 
And cad away her yoke. 

Maiy then I and gentle Anne, 

Both to reign at once began § 

Alternately they fway*d ; 
And (bmetimes Mary ^as the fair. 
And fon^times Anne the crown did vnn. 

And fometimes both I' obeyM. 

Another^ary then arofe. 

And did rigorous laws impofcs 
A mighty tyrant ihe 1 

Long, alas I (hould I have been 

Under that iron-fcepterM queen, 

Hadiiot Rebecca fet me free. 

AVheu fair Rebecca fet me free, 

*Twas then a golden time with me: 
But foon thofe pleafures ifled ; 

iFor the gracious princefs dy*d, 

iln her youth and beauty's pride, 

And Judith vngncd la her ftead* . 

' One 
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'One month, three days, and half an hour, 
V Judith held th^ fovereign power-t 

Wondrous beautiful her face ! 
But fo weak and fmall her wit, 
That (he to govern was unfit. 

And ib Sufanna took her place. 

Bat when liabella came> 

. ArmM with a refiftlefs flame. 
And th* artillery of her eye } 
Whilft ihe proudly marchM about. 
Greater conc^uefts to find out. 

She beat out Sufan by £he bye. 

But in her place I then obey'd 

Black-eyM Befs, her vicemy-maid^ 

To whom enfued a vacancy : 
Thoufand worfe pailions then pofTeft 
The interregnum of my breaft § 

« tBiefa me from Aich an anarchy * 

Gentle Henrietta then, 

And a third Mary, next began ; 

Then. Joan, and Jane, and Audriaj 
And then a |yrctty Thomafine, 
And then another Katharine, 

And then a los^g it -cetera. 

Sutihould I now to you relate. 

The ftrength and riches of their ftate $ 
The powder, patches, and the pins. 

The ribbons, jewf U^ aod the ringi^ 

Th« 



The lace, tile painty and warlike tlitags. 

That, make up alkdiek aiagaunet |^ 

If I (kould tell the politic acU 

To take and keep men*s^ hearts ; 
TheietteiSy embafliesy and fpies^ 

The frowns, and fmilesy and flatteries. 

The quarrels, tears, and perjuries 

(Numberlefs, namelefs, myfteries !)f 

And all the little Iime-twigs> lald^ 

By Machiavel the waiting-maid ;, 
I more voluminous fhould grow 
(Chiefly if I like them ihould tell* 
All change of weath^s that befell), 
Than Hidinlhed or Stow* 

But I will briefer with them be,. 

Si Ace few of them were long* with me». 

An higher and a nobler ftrain 
My prefent Emperefs does claim^ 
HeleoDOra, firft o* th* name ; 

Whom God grant long to reign J< 
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TO SIR WILLIAM DAVENANT, 

Upon his two firft Books of Gondibert, 

Finiihed before his Voyaje to America. 

METHINKS heroic poefy till now, 
Like fome fantaftic fairy-land did (how ; 
Gods, devils, nymphs, witches, and giants' race. 
And all but man, in man's chief work had place. 
Thou, like fome worthy knight with facred arms, 
D<A drive the monfters thence, and end the charms t 
Inftcad of thofe doft men and manners phnt, 
The things which that rich foil did chiefly want. 
Yet ev*« thy Mortals do their Gods excel. 
Taught by thy Mufe to fight and love fo well. 

By fatal hands whilft prefent empires fall, 
Thine from the grave pail monarchies recall ; 
So much more thanks from human -kind does merit 
The Pocfs fury than the "Zealot's fpirit ; 
And from the grave thou mak'ii this empire rife, 
Not like fome dreadful ghoft, t' affright our eyes, 
But with more luflre and triumphant ftate, 
Than when it crown'd at proud Verona fate. 
So will our God rebuild man*8 periih'd frame. 
And raife him up much better, yet the fame : 
So God-like poets do pafl things rehearfe. 
Not change, but heighten. Nature by their vcrfe. 

With fhame, methinks, great Italy muft fee 
Iler conquerors i-ais'd to life again by thee s 

Vot. I. K Rais'd 
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KaisM by fuch poweiful verfe^ that ancient Rome 

May bluOi no. lefs to fee her wit overcome. 

Some men their fanciesi like their faith, derive, 

And think all ill but that which Rome does give; 

The marks of Old and Catholick would find ; 

To the fame chair would truth and fi^ion bind. 

Thou in thofe beaten paths difdain^ft to tread. 

And fcom'ft to live by robbing of the dead. 

Since time does all things change, thou think*ft not fit 

This latter age fhould fee all new but wit } 

Thy fancy, like a flame, its way does make, 

And leave bright tracks for following pens to take* 

Sure *twa8 this noble boldnefs of the Mufe 

Did thy defire to feek new worlds infufe ; 

And ne>r did Heaven £o much a voyage blefs^ 

If thou canft plant but there with like fuccefs. 

AN ANSWER TO 

A COPY OF VERSES 

8ENT ME TO JERSEY. 

AS to a northern people (whom the fun 
Ufes juft as the Romiih church has done 
Her prophaiie laity, and does aflign. 
Bread only both to ferve for bread and wine) 
A rich Canary fleet welcome arrives 5 ' 
Such-comfort to us here your letter gives, 
Fraught with brifk racy verfes j in which we 
The foil from whence they came^tafte, fmell, ^d (ee » 



ANSWER TO A COPV OP VERSES, ist 
Such 18 your prefent to us ; for you muft knoWi 
Sir, that verfe does not in this iHand grow^ 
No more than fack -x one lately did not fear 
< Without the Mufes* ]eav«) to plant it here } 
But it produced fuch bafe, TOugh, crabbed, hedge* 
rhymes, as ev*n fet the hearers'^ ears oft edge t 
Written by — —- — — Efquirei the 
Year of our Lord fix hundred thirty-thi*ee. 
Brave Jerfey Mufe ! and he 's for this high ftyle 
Caird to this day the Homer of the Ifle. 
Alas ( to men here no words lefs hard be 
To rhyme with» than * Mount Or^gueii is to me} 
Mount Orgueil I which^ in fcorn o' th' Mufes* hw. 
With no yoke-feilow word will deign to draw. 
Stubborn Mount Orgueil t *tis a work to make it 
Cone into rhyme» more hard than \whre to take it. 
Alas 1 to bring your tropes and figures here» 
Strange as to bring camels and elephants were | 
Aad metaphor is fo unknown a thing, 
Twould need the preface of " God fave the King.'* 
Yet this ril fay, for th* honour of the place. 
That, by God's extraordinary gtace 
(Which fliows the people have judgment, if not wit)- 
The land is undeiil^d with Clinches yet} 
Which, in my poor opinion, I confefs, 
U a moft iingular blefling, and no lefs 
Than Ireland's wanting fpiders. And, (b far 
From th' a6lual iln of bomball too they arc» 

^ The naine «f one of the caiUes in Jerfey. 

ja % (That 
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(That other crying fin 6' th' EngUfti Mufc) 

That even Satan himfelf can accufc 

None here (no not fo much at the divine*) 

Tot iW motuifrmhprimi to e^onghnu. 

Well, fmce the foil then doei not naturally bear 

Verfe, who (a devil) fliould import it here ? 

For that to me would fecm a* ftrange a thing 

Ai who did firft wild beafti into' idandi bnng 5 

Unlefi you think that it might taken be 

A» Green did Gondibert, in a prize at fea 4 • 

But that '• a fortune fallt not every day j 

•Til true Green wai made by it } for they fay 

The fiarliament did a noble bounty do, [too. 

And gave him the whole priw, their tenth* and fifteent 

THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE, 

THAT THERE I» NO KNOWLEDGE. 

Againft the Dogmatifti. 
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H E facred tree 'midft the fair orchard grew j 

The Phoenix truth did on it reft^ 

And built hi« pcrfum'd neft j 
That right Porphyrian tree which did true Logick (hew^ 

E*ch leaf did learned notions give. 

And th' apples were demortftrative j 

Bo clear fheir colour and divine. 
The very ftiadc they caft did other lights out-fflinc. 

" Taa 



THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE. 135, 
** Tafte not," faid God 5 ** 'tis mine and angclt' meat 5 

" A certain death doth fit, 
" Like an ill worm, i' th' core of it. 
** Ye cannot know and live, nor live or know and eat." 

T^hus fpoke God, yet man did go 

Ignorantly on to know 5 

Grew fo more blind, and fhe 
Who tempted him to this, grew yet more blind than he. 

The only fcience man by this did get, 

Was but to know he nothing knew : 

He ftrait his nakednefs did view, 
His ignorant poor eftate, and was aihamM of it* 

Yet fearches probabilities. 

And rhetorick, and fallacies. 

And feeks by ufblefs pride, 
With flight and withering leaves that nakednefs to hide. 

" Henceforth," faid God, " the wretched fons of earth 

" Shaft fweat for food in vain, 

*« That will not long fuftain j 
" And bring with labour forth each fond abortive birth. 
. ** That ferpent too, their pride, 

** Which aims at things dcny*d 5 

«« That learn'd and eloquent luft 5 
" Inftead of mounting high, (hall creep upon tlic duft." 
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REASON. 

THE USB OP IT IN DIVINE MATTEHS. 

SOME blind themfelvet, 'caufe pofTibly they may 
fie led by others a right way $ 
They build on fands, which if unmovM they find, 

*Tis but becaufe there was no wind. 
Lefs hard 'tis, not to err ourfelves, than know 

If our forefathers err'd or no. 
When we truft men concerning God, we then 
Truft not God concerning men. 

Vifions and infpirations fome cxpc6l 

Their courfe here to direcl j 
Like fenfelcfs chemifts their own wealth deftroy, 

Imaginary gold t' enjoy » 
So ftars appear to drop to us from (ky, 

And gild the paflage as they fly j 
But when they fall, and meet th* oppofing groundj 

What but a fordid Aim^ is found f 

Sometimes their fancies they 'bove wafon fct. 

And faft, that they may dream of meat ; 
Sometimes ill fpirits their fickly fouls delude. 

And baftard forms obtrude i 
So Endor's wretched forcerefs, although 

She Saul through his difguife did know. 
Yet, when the devil comes up difguii'd, (he cries, 

«< IJehold ! the Gods arifc/* 

In 
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In vain, alas ! thefe outward hopes are try'd ; 

Reafon within 's our only guide j 
Reafon^ which (God be prais'd !} ftill walk8> for all 

Its old original fall : 
And, fmce itfelf the boundlefs Godhead joInM 

With a reafonablc mind, 
It plainly (hows that myfteries divine 

May with our reafon join. 

The holy book, like the eighth fphcre, docs fhine 

With thoufand lights of truth divine ; 
So numberlefs the ftars, that to the cyt. 

It makes but all one galaxy. 
Yet Reafon muft aflifl too j for, in fcas 

So vaft and dangerous as thefe, 
Our couriie by ftars above we cannot know. 

Without the compafs too below. 

Though Reafon cannot through Faith^s myfteries fee. 

It fees that there and fuch they be ; 
Leads to heaven's door, and there does humbly keep. 

And there through chinks and key-holes peep 1 
Though it, like Mofes, by a fad command, 

Muft not come into th' Holy Land, 
Yet thither it infallibly does guide. 

And from afar 'tis all defcry'd. 
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ON THE 

DEATH OF MR. CRASHAW. 

POET and Saint ! to thee alone are given 
The two moft facred names of Earth and Heaven $ 
The hard and rareft union which can be^ 
Next that of godhead with humanity. 
Long did the Mufes' banilh'd flaves abide, 
And built vain pyramids to mortal pride ; 
Like Mofes thou (though fpells and chainis withfiand) 
Haft brought them nobly home back to their holy land. 

Ah wretched we, poets of earth ! but thou 
Wert living the fame poet which thou Vt now ; 
Whilft angels fing to thee their airs divine, 
And joy in an applaufe fo great as thine. 
Equal fociety with them to hold, 
'i hou need^il not make new fongs, but fay the old ; 
And they (kind fpirits !) (hall all rejoice, to fee 
How little 'lefs than they exalted man may be. 
Still the old Heathen Gods in Numbers dwell } 
The heavcnlieft thing on earth ftill keeps up hell ! 
Nor have we yet quite purgM the Chriftian. land ) 
Still idols here, like calves at Bethel, ftand. 
And, though Pan's death long fmcc all oracles broke. 
Yet ftill in rhyme the fiend Apollo fpoke : 
Nay, with the worft of heathen dotage, we 
(Vain men 1) the monftcr Wgman deify j 

.* Find 
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Find ftars, and tie our fates there in a face, , 

And paradife in them, by whom we loft it, place. 
What different faults corrupt our Mufes thus ? 
Wantbn as girls, as old wives fabulous i 

Thy fpotlcfs Mufe, like Mary, did contain 
The boundlefs Godhead ; Hie did well difdain 
That her eternal vcrfe employed (hould be / 

On a lefs fubjeft than eternity 5 
And for a facred miftrefs fcornM to take. 
But her whom God himfelf fcom*d not his (poufe to 

make. 
It (in a kind) her miracle did do ) 
A fruitful mother was, and virgin too. 

• How well (bleft fwan I) did Fate contrive thy death. 
And made thee render np thy tuneful breath 

In thy gi-eat miftrefs* arms, thou moft divine 
And richeft offering of Loretto's (hrine ! 
Where, like fome holy facrifice t' expire, 
A fever burns thee, and Love lights the fire. 
Angels (they fay) brought the fam'd chapel there. 
And bore the facred load in triumph through the air : 
' ris furer much they brought thee there j and they. 
And thou, their charge, went finging all the way. 

Pardon, my mother-church I if I confent 
That angels led him when from thee he went } 
For ev'n in error fure no danger is. 
When joined with fo much piety as his. 

• Mr. Crafhaw died of a fever at Loretto, being 
newly chofen canon of that church. 

Ah, 
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Ah> mighty God I with ihame I fpeak H, and grief. 

Ah, that our greateft faults were in belief ! 

And our weak reafon were ev*n weaker yet. 

Rather than thus our wills too ftrong for it ! 

His faith, perhaps, in fome nice tenets might 

Be wrong j his life, I *m fure, was in the right ; 

And I myfelf a Catholick will be. 

So far at leaft, great Saint ! to pray to thee. 

Hail, bard triumphant I and fome care beftow 

On us, the poets militant below ! 

Opposed by our old enemy, adverfe Chance, 

Attacked by Envy and by Ignorance ; 

Enchained by Beauty, tortured by Dedres, 

Exposed by Tyrant-Love to iavage beafts and firea. 

Thou from low earth in nobler flames didH hie. 

And, like Elijah, mount alive the ikies. 

Eli(ha-like (but with a wiih much lefs. 

More fit thy greatnefs and my littlenefs) 

Lo ! here I beg (I, whom thou once didft prove 

So humble to efteem, fo good to love) 

Not that thy fprrit might on me doubled be, 

I a(k but half thy mighty fpirit for me : 

And, when my Mufe foars with fo ftrong a wing, 

'Twill Icam of things divine, and firft of thee, to iing^* 
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ANACREONTI Q^U E S : 

SOME COPIES OF VERSES, 

TRANSLATED PARAPHRA8TXCALLY OUT OF 
ANACREON. 



I, 

LOVE. 

1' L L fing of heroes and of kings. 
In mighty numbers, mighty things. 
Begin, my Mufe f but lo I the ftrings 
To my great fong rebellious prove 5 
The ftrings will found of nought but love* 
I broke them all, and put on new j 
^Tis this or nothing fure will do. 
Thefe fure (faid I) will me obey 3 
Thefe, fure, heroick notes will play. 
Strait I began with thundering Jove, 
And all th' immortal powei's ; but Love« 
Love fmird, and from my* enfeebled lyre 
Came gentle airs, fuch as infpire 
Melting love and foft defire. 
Farewell then, heroes 1 farewell, kings t 
And mighty numbers, mighty things y 
Love tunes my heart juft to my firings. 

DRINK 



I 
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II. 
DRINKING. 

TH E thirfty earth foakt up the ram. 
And drinks, and gapes for drink again. 
The plants fuck- in the earth, and are 
With conftant drinking fre(h and fair; 
The fea itfelf (wl>i;;b one would think 
Should have but little need of drink) 
Drinks ten thoufand rivers up, 
So iiird that they overflow the cup. 
The bufy fun (and one would guefs 
By 's drunken fiery face no lefs) 
Drinks up the fea, and, when he 'as done. 
The moon and ftars drink up the fun t 
They drink and dance by their own light i 
They drink and revel all the night. 
Nothing in nature 's fober founds 
But an eternal health goes round. 
Fill up the bowl then, fill it high. 
Fill all the glaffes there $ for why 
Should every creature drink but I ; 
Why, man oi morals^ ull me why ? 
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III. 
BEAUTY. 

LIBERAL Nature did difpcnfe 
To all things anns for their defence i 
And feme fhe arms with finewy force. 
And fome with fwiftnefs in the courfe j 
Some with hard hoofs or forked claws. 
And fome with horns or tufked jaws : 
And fome with fqales, and fome with wings. 
And fome with teeth, and fome with Hings. 
Wifdom to man flie did afford, 
Wifdom for ihield, and wit for fword. 
What to beauteous womankind. 
What arms, what armour, has flic* aflign'd ? 
Beauty is both $ for with the fair 
What arms, what armour, can compare ? 
What fteel, what gold, or diamond. 
More impaffible is found ? 
And yet what flame, what lightning, e*er 
So great an a6live force did bear ? 
They are all weapon, and they dart 
Like porcupines from every part. 
Who can, alas 1 their ftreng^i exprefs, 
Arm'd, when th^y themfelves undrefs, 
Cap-a-pe with nakednefs ? 



} 
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IV. 
THE DUEL. 

YE8y I will love then, I will lore j 
I will not now Lovc'i rebel prove. 
Though I WAS once his enemy ; 
Though ill-advis'd and Ihibbom I, 
Did to the combat him defy. 
An helmet, fpcar, and mighty (hield^ 
Like fome new Ajax, I did wield. 
Love in one hand his bow did take. 
In th* other hand a dart did (hake j 
But yet in vain the dart did throw. 
In vain he often drew the bow j 
So well my armour did refifty 
So oft by flight the blow I mift ? 
But, when I thought all danger paft^ 
His quiver empty*d quite at laft, 
Inftead of arrow or of dart 
He ihot himfelf into my heart. 
The living and the killing arrow 
Ran through the ikin, the flelh, the bl<k)d, 
JVnd broke the bones^ and fcorchM the marrow. 
No trench or work of life withftood* 
In vain I now the walls maintatn $ 
I fet out guards and fcouts in vain | 
Since th* enesiy doet within rtinain^ 



\ 
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In vain a breaft-plate now I wear, 
Since in my breaft the foe I bear ; 
In vam my feet their fwiftnefs try j 
For from the body can they fly ? 

V. 
AGE. 

OFT am I by the women told, . 

Poor Anacreon ! thou grow^ft oldc ( 

Look how thy hairs are falling all } 
Poor Anacreon, how they fall t 
Whether I grow old or no, . 

By th* eJFeas I do not know i i 

This I know, without being told, | 

*Tis time to live, if I grow old i 
*Tis time (hort pleafures now to take^ 
Of little life the beft to make. 
And manage wifely the laft (lake. 



! 
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WHE N all the ftars are by thee told 
(The endlefs ftims of heavenly gold) } 
Or when the hairs are reckoned all, 
From fickly autumn's head that fall 5 
j Or when the drops that make the fea, 
I WhUil all her fands thy counters be$ 

I 9 *rho« 
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Thoo then, and thou alone, may^ft prove 

Th* arithmetician of my love. 

An hundred loves at Athens fcore. 

At Corindi write an hundred more : 

Fair Corinth does Aich beauties bear, 

80 few, is an efcaping there. 

Write then at Chios feventy-thrcc ; 

.Write then at Le(bos (let me fee) 

Write me at Leibos ninety down. 

Full ninety loves, and half a one. 

And, next to ftiefc, let me prcfent 

The fair Ionian regiment j 

And next the Carian company ; 

Five hundred both efiedively. 

Thfce hundred more at Rhodes and Crete ; 

Three hundred *tis, I *m fure, complete ^ 

For arms at Crete each face does bear. 

And every eye '• an archer there. 

*Go on : this ftop why deft thou make ? 

Thou Aink'ft, perhaps, that I miftake. 

Seems this to diee too great a fum > 

Why many thouiands are to come j 

The mighty. Xerxes could not boaft 

Such different nations in his hoft. 

On i for my love, if thou be'ft weary, 

Muft find fome better fecretary. 

I have not yet my PeHian told. 

Nor yet my Syrian loves enroird, 

Kor Indian, nor Arabian ; 

Nor Cyprian lov^s, nor African i 



Nor 
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Nor Scythian nor Italian flames j 
I There *8 a whole map behind of names 
' Of gentle loyes i* th* temperate zone^ 
I And cold ones in the frigid one. 

Cold frozen loves, with which I pine. 

And parched loves* beneath the Line. 

VII. 
GOLD. 

A Mighty pain to love it isj 
And *ti8 a pain tha^ pain to mifs ; . 
But, of all pains, the greateft pain 
It is to love, but love in vain. 
Virtue now,. nor noble blood. 
Nor wit, by Love is imderftood j 
Gold alone does paflion move. 
Gold monopolizes love y 
A curfe on her, an<f on the man 
Who this trafHck firil began ( 
A corfe on him who found the ore ! 
A curfe on him who diggM thei (lore I « 
A curfe on him who did refine it ! 
A curfe on him who firft did coin it T 
A curfe, all curfes elfe above, 
On him who usM it firft in love ! 
Gold begets in brethren hate ; 
€old ill families debate j . 
Voi. I. h. Gold 
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HAPPY infeft ! what can be 
In happinefs com|)ar"'d to thee ? 
Fed with nouriihment divine. 
The dewy morning's gentle wine ! 
Nature waits upon thee ftill. 
And thy v«rdant cup does fill ; 
*Ti8 filled wherever thou doft tread, 
Nature*8 fclf 's thy Ganymede. 
Thou doft drink, and dance, and iing ; 
Happier than the happieft king ! 
All the f.elds which thou doft fee, 
All the plants, belong to thee ; 
All that fummcr-hours produce, 
Fertile made with early juice. 
Man for thee does fow and plow ; . 
Farmer he, and landlord thou ! 
Thou doft innocently joy j 
Nor does thy luxury deftroy ; 
The ihepherd gladly heareth thee, . 
More harmonious than he. 
Thee country hinds with gladnefs hear,.. 
Prophet of the ripen'd year I 
Thee Phoebus loves, and docs infpirc j 
Phoebus is himfelf thy fire. 
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To thee, of all things upon earth. 
Life 18 no longer than thy mirth. 
Happy infcfl, happy thou ! 
Doft neither age nor winter know j 
But, when thou '^ drunk, and danc'd, and Tung; 
Thy All, the flowery leaves among 
{Voluptuous, and wife withal, . 
Epicurean animal !) ■ . 

Sated with thy fvmraer feaft. 
Thou retir'ft to 'Cndlefs reft. 



XI, v ' • '.: 

THE S W A L JL O W* 

FO O L I S JI prater, what doft thou ' 
So early at my window do, 
Widi thy tunclefs fercnadc ? 
Well 't had betn had Tcreus made 
Thee as dumb as Philomel ; * 
There his knife had done but well. 
In thy undifcoverM ijtll 
Thou doft all the winter I'eft, 
And dreameft o*er thy fummer joys. 
Free from the^rmy feafons' noife : 
Free from th* ill tliou *ft done to me ) 
Who difturbs of feeksrout tlwe ? 
Hadft thou all the charming notes 
Of the wood^s p«etic throats, 

L 3 ^ ^ All 
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All thy art could ntver pay 
What thou *ft ta*en from me away. 
Cruel bird ) thou ;ft ta'en away 
A dream out of my arms to-days 
A dream, that ne*er milft equalM be 
By all that waking eyes may fee. 
Thou, this damage to repair, 
Nothing half To fweet or fair, 
Nothing half fo good, canft bring, 
Though men fay thou bring*ft the fyntig. 



ELEGY UPON ANACREON; 
WHO WAS CHOAKttD HY A ORAPB-STONE. 

6poken by the 6od 0f Lo^« 

HOW ihall I lament thi*c end, 
My beft fervant, and my friend f 
Nay^ and, if from a Deity 
So much deified as I, 
It found not too profane and odd* 
Oh, my mafter and my god t 
For *tis true, moft mighty poet t 
(Though I like not men ihould kn«w it) 
I am in naked natuiv lefs, 
Lefs by much, than in thy draft* 
All thy verfe is fofter far 
Than the downy feathers ar* 

3 Of 
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Of my wings, or of my arrows, 
Of my mother*8 doves or Q>arrow8. 
Sweet as lovers* frefiieft kiffes, 
Or their riper following blilTes, 
Graceful, cleanly, fmooth, and round. 
All with Venus* girdle bound ; 
And thy life was atl the v^hile 
Kind and gentle as thy ftyle. 
The fmooth-pacM hours of every day 
Glided numeroufly away. 
Like thy verfe each hour did paTs ; 
Sweet and (hort, like that, it was. 

Some do but their youth allow me, 
Juft what they by nature owe me, -^ 
The time that *s mine, and not their own,. 
The certain tribute of my crown : 
When they grow old,, they grow to be 
Too bufy, or too. wife, for me. 
Thou wcrt wifer, and. didft know 
None too wife £or Love can grow ;. 
Love wafr with thy life entwined, 
Clofe as heat with fire is jpin*d ; 
A powerful brand prefcrlb'd the date 
Of thine, like Meleager'is, fate. 
Th* antiperiftafis of age 
More enflam*d thy amorous rage }. 
Thy iilver hairs yielded me more 
Than even golden curls before. 

Had I the power of creation,. 
As I have of generation, 

L 4. Wherfi 
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Where I the matter muft obey, ^ 

And cannot work plate out of clay, 
My creature! /hould be uU like thee» 
*Tii thou (houldft their idea be i 
Thcyi like thee, fl\ould throughly hate 
Bunnefi* honour, title, (late^ 
Other wealth they (hould not know. 
But what my living minei beliowj 
The pomp of kii)gii they (liould confefi, 
At their crownings, to be lefi 
Than a lover^i humbled guife, 
When at his miftrcft' feet he liei. 
Kumour they no more fhould mind 
Than men fafe-lKnded do the wind $ 
Wifdom itfelf they (hould not hear, 
When it prcViimes to be fcvere i 
Beauty alone they iliould admire i 
Nor look at Fortune's vain attire, 
Nor ftlk what parents it can (hew | 
With dead or old *t has nought to do. 
They fhould not loVe yet all or any. 
But very much and very many i 
All their life (hould gilded be 
With mirth, and wit, and gaiety j 
Well remembering and applying 
The neceiTity of dying. 
Their chearful heads (hould always wear 
All that crowns the flowery year i 
Thoy (l)ould always laugh, and fmg, 
And dance, tod ilrike th' harmonious ftringj . 

Verth 
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Verfe fliould from their tongue fo flow. 
As if it in the mouth did grow, 
Ai fwiftly anfwcring their commandi 
As tunes obey the artful hand. 
And whilft 1 do thus difcover 
Th' ingredients of a happy lover, 
'Tis, my Anacreon- ! for thy fake 
I of the grape ito mention make. 
Till my Anacreon by thee fell, 
Curfed plant 1 I lovM thee well j 
And *twas oft my wanton ufe 
To dip my arrows in thy juice. 
Curfed plant ! 'tis true, I fee, 

Th' old report tliat goes of thee — ,^ 

That, with giants* blood the earth 
Stain'd and poifon*d, gave thee birth | 
And now thou wreak'ft thy ancient fpite 
On men in whom the gods delight. 
Thy patron Bacchus, 'tis no wonder, 
Was brought forth in flames and thundery 
In rage, in quarrels, and in fights, 
Worfe than his tigers, he delights ; 
In all our heaven I think there be 
No fuch ill-natur'd God as he. 
Thou pretendeiV, traitcrous Wine ! 
To be the Mufes' friend and mine : 
With love and wit thou doft begin, 
Falfe fires, alas 1 to draw us in $ 
Which, if our courfe we by them keef^ 
Mifguide to nadnefs or to fteep>t 

Sleep 
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Sleep were well | diou *aft learnt a way 
To death itfelf now to betray. 
' It grieves me wiien I fee what fate 
Doei on the beft of mankind wait. 
Poet! or lovers let them be, 
*Tis neither love nor poefy 
Can arm, agatnft deadi's fmalleft dart,. 
The poet*s head or lover*s heart ) 
But when their life, in its decline,. 
Touches th' inevitable line, 
All the world *s mortal. to them then, 
And wine is aconite to men ) 
Nay, in death's hand, the grape-ftone prorea 
As ftrong as thunder is in Jove*s» 
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VERSES 
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S-EVERAL OCCASIONS*. 



CHRIST'S P A 8 S I O Nr 

Taken oiTt of a Greek Ode, written by Mr. MafterS'' 
of New-College in Oxford. 

EN on C H, ray Mufe I of earthly thi«g«,. 
And itii|>irati(ms but of wind | 

Take xxp tlfy lute, and to it bind 

Loud and ereriailing ftrings j 

And on them play, and to them fing,. 

The happy mournful ikpnetf 

The lamentable gloriet , 

Of the great orueiiied King* 
Mountainous hbap of wonders ! which doft rife* 

Till earth .thoQJoincft virttfa the flcies ! 
Too ktfge at bottom, and at top too high. 

To be hliif feen by mortal eye I 

* Thereverfes were not faiokidedamiengthofe which 
Mr. Cowley himTelf l^ykd •< Mtfpellanies ^ but weiie 
ciaflcd by Biihoj^ Sprat under the title by which they 
«ct here di^nguiihcd, N« 
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How (hall I grafpthts boundlefs thing ? 

What (hall I play f what (hall I.iing ? . . 
I *11 (Thg the tinighty riddle of myfterious love. 
Which neither wretched men below, nor ble(red fpirits 

With all their comments can explain ; [above. 
How all the whole world*8 life to die did- not difdaia * 

I Ul dng the fearchlefs depths of the compafllon Divine, 
The depths unfathom*d yet 
By rezfon^s pluminet^flnd ihe line of wit | 
^ Too light the plummet, and too ibort the line t 

How the eternal Fiather did beftow 
His own eternal Son as ranfom for his foe, 
I '11 (ing aloud, that all -the world may -bear 
^^riie triumph of the buried Conquerer. 
How hell was by its prifoner x^ptive led. 
And the great (layer. Death, (lain by the<lead« 

Methinks I hear of murdered^men the voice, 
Mixt with the murderers* oonMed noile, 

Sound from the top of Calvary | 
Mytgreedy eyes fly up the hill, and fee 
Who 'tis hangs there the midmoft of tbetthree i 
Oh, how unlike the others be 1 [cbe tr*e ! 

Look, bow he bends his gentle head with blefliogs from 
VdEfit gracious hands, ne'er ftretch*d but to do good. 
Are nail'd to the infamous wood 1 
And finful man does fondly bind 
The arms, «^ch he extends f embrace all buman-kind« 

CJnbappi 
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Unhappy man ! canft thou ftand hy and fee 

All this as patient as he ? 

Since he thy fins does bear. 

Make thpu his iuAferings4hlne owni.. , > 

And weep, and figh, and groan, 
. And beat thy breafty and tear 

Thy garments and thy hair. 

And let thy gfief, and let thy love, 

TTirough all thy bleeding bowels move. ^ 

Doft thou not fee thy prince in purple clad all o'er, 
Not purple brought from the Sidonian ftiore. 

But made at home with richer gore ? 
Doft thou^not fee the rofes which adorn 

The thorny garland by him worn ? * 

Doft thou not fee the livid traces 

Of the fharp fcourges' rude embraces ? 

If yet thou fefelcft not the fmart 

Of thorns and fcourges in thy heart* j 

If that be yet not crucify'd j 
Look on his hands, look on his feet, look on his fide I 

Open, oh ! open wide the fountains of thine eyes, 
Andiet them call 
Their ftock of rooiftjurc forth, where'er. it lies I 

For this' will arte it all. 
•Twould all, alas ! too Tittle be. 
Though thy fait tears come from a fea, 
Canft thou deny him this, when he 
Has open'd all his vital fprings for thee ? 
Take heed j for by his fidc's myfterious flood 

May well be underftood. 
That hfr-will ftill require forae waters to his blood. 

ODE 
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WE alIow*d';you beauty, zrid >wrc did iubmit 
To all'tt>e tyi'aoDies of it ; 
Ah I cruel fex, will you depofe u$ too \n wit? 

Orinda * does in that tooTcign ; 
Does man behind her in proud triumph draw. 
And cancel great ApoIlo^s Salic law. 

We our old^titl^ pl^ad in vain, 
Man may be head, but woman *& now tlie brain* 

Verfe was Love's fir^-arms heretofore. 

In Beauty*s camp it was not known ; 
Too many arms befides that conqueror bore : 

■ *Twas the great cannon we brought down ^ 

T* a({avlt a (hibbom town ^ 
Oiinda firft did a bold fally make. 

Our ftrongeft quarter take, 

And fo fucccrsful prov'd, that flra 
Tum*d upon Love himfelf his own artiMcrf • 

Women, as if the body were their whole. 

Did that, and not the foul, 

Tranfmit to their pofterity j 

If in it fometime th&y conceived, 

Th' abortive iffue never liv'd. 
*Twere (hame and pity% Orinda, if in thee 

* Mrs. Catharine Philips* 

Afpint 
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A fpirit fo rich, fo noble, and To hlgh« 

Should unmanur*d or barren lie. 
But thou induftrioufly haft fowM and till'd 

The fair and fruitful field } 
And *tk a ftrange increafe that it does yield. 
At, when Um happy Oodc abore 
Meet all together at a fcaft> 
A fecret joy unfpeakable doea mo^ 
In their great mother Cybele't contented hrt9ltt\ 
With no left plcafiire thou, methmltB, Aould ftc. 
This, thy no left immortal progeny. 
And in their birth thou no one touch doft find» 
Ofth* ancient curft to wonian-kind 1 
Thou bring'ft not^fortk wkh pain; 
It neitiier travail m nor labour of the brain t 
So eafily they from thee come, 
And there is fo much noom 
In th* onexhaufted and onfathoniM womb, 
That, like the Holland Countefs, thou may*ft bear 
A child for every day of all the fertile year. 

Thou doft my wonder, wouldft my envy, raift* 
If to be prais'd I lov'd more than to praife t 

Wherever I fee an excellence, 
I muft admire to fee thy well-knit fenfe. 
Thy numbers gentle, and thy fancies high ; 
Thofe as thy forehead fmooth, thcfe fparkJing as thine 
"Tts folid, and 'tis manly ally [eye. 

Or ra^er *tis uigelical j 

For, 
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For, as in angel s, we 
Do in thy verfes fee 
Both improyMfexes eminently meet j 
They are than man more ftrong, and more than woma» 
fweet. 

They talk of Nine, I knowtiot whor 
Female chimera's, that o*er poets reign $ 

I ne>r could find that fancy true. 
But have invok*d them oft, I *m fure, in vain :: 
The^^talk of Sappho ; but, alas '. the ihame ! 
Ill -manners foil the luftre of her fame ; 
Orinda's inward virtue is fo bright. 
That, like a lantern's fair indofed light. 
It through the paper /bines where ihe does write. 
Honour and friendihip^ and the generous (com. 

Of things for which we were not born 
(Things that can only by a fond difeafe. 
Like that of girls, our vicious ftomachs pleafe). 
Are the inftru6live fubje£ls of her pen{ 

And, as the Roman vi£lory 
Taught our rude land arts and civility. 
At once flit overcomes, enclaves, and betters, men; 

But Rome with all her arts could ne'er infpire, 

A female brcaft with fuch a fire ; 

The warlike Amazonian train. 
Who in Elyfium now do peaceful reign, 
And Wit's mild empire before arms prefer, 
Hope 'twill be fettled ih their fex by her. 

Merlixk 
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Merlin the feer (and Air^ he would not lye. 
In fuch a facred company) 
Does prophecies of learnM Orinda fhow. 
Which he had darkly fpoke fo long ago $ 

£v*n fioadicia^s angry ghoft 
FoEgett her own misfortune and difgrace* 
And to her injured daughters now does boaft, 
That Rome *t overcome at laft> by a woman of her rtlce; 



OPON OCCASIONOF A COPY OF VB.RSE8 
OF MY CORD B ftOOHIX L* a. 

BE gone (faid I) ingratefbl Mufe ! and fee. 
What others' thou canft fool^ as well as me. 
Since I grew man, and wifer ought to be, 
My bufmefs and my hopes I left for thee s 
For thee (which was mors hardly given away) 
I left, even. when a boy, my play. 
But fay, ingrateful miftrefs t fay^ 
What for all tWt, what dklil thou ever pay? 

Thou Ut fay, perhaps, that riches art 
Not of the growth of lands where thou doft trade/ .^ 
And I at'Wiell my country might upbraid 

Becaufe. I have- no vineyard there. 
IVcIl : but in love thou doft pretend' to reign ; , 

There thine the power and lordihip is j , 
Thou bad*ft me write, and write, and write again 3 - 
'Twas fuch a way as could not mif«» . 
T4)i..I,. M J, 111^^ 
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I, like a fool, did thee obey : 
I wrote* and wrote, but ftill I wrote in vain } 
For, aftsr all n»y ezpcnce of wit and pain, 
A richy unwridng hand, carried the prize away. 

Thus I compliattnMy and ftrait the MuTe np\fd^ 

That the had ^ven me fame* 
Boilnty tmmenfe I and that too moft be try*d 
When I myfelf am nothing but a name. 

Who now* what reader doet not ftrive 
T* invalidate the gift whilft we *re alive I 
For> when a poet now bimfelf doth ihdw. 

As if he were a eominon foe^ 

All draw upon him, all around. 

And every part of him diey iiionnd, 
Happy the man that gives the deepeft hlom % 
And this is all, kind Mufe ! to thee we owe. 

Then in rage I took. 

And oat at window threwt 
Ovid and Horace, all the ddming crew ; 

Homer bimfelf went with them too; 
Hardly efcapM the &creid Manlnan bocdt s 
I my own off s p ri n g, like Agave, tore. 
And I reiblvM, nay, and I think I fwore. 
That I no more the ground would till and fiiv. 
Where only flowery weeds inftead of com did grow. 

When (fee the fubtle ways which Fate does £nd. 
Rebellious man to bind ! 
Joft to the work fos which he is afCgnM) 
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The Mufe came in morexliparfpl than l^cfoKy 
And bade me ^aml virifh her jiow no XDQre s 

** Lo I thy reward 1 look here, and fee 

«« What 1 have made"' (faid ftc) 
** My lover and belov*d, my Broghill, do for thee I 
** Though thy own verfe no lafting fame can give, 
" Thou flialt at leaft in his for ever live. 
*' What criticks, the great Heftors now in wit, 
*< Who rant and challenge ali men that have writ, 

" Will dare f oppofe thee, when 
** Broghill in thy defence has drawn his conquering 

I rofe, and bow'd my head, [pen ?" 

And pardon aik'd for all that I had faid : 

Well fatisfy'd and proud, 
I ftrait refolvM, and folemnly I vowM, 
That from her fervice now I ne*er would part ; 
So ftrongly large rewards work on a grateful heart! 
Nothing fo foon the drooping fpirits can raife 
As praifes from the men whom all men praife : 
Tit the heft condjal, and which only thoiie 
Who have at home th' ij;)g|redients can compofe ; 
A cordial that reftores our fainting breath, 

And4ieept up life ev'n after death t 
The««ly danger is, left it fliould be 

Too ftrong a remedy ; 
Left, in 'removing cold, it (hould beg^t 

Too violent a heat } 
And into madnefs turn the lethargy. 

Ah t gracious God ! that I might fee 
A time when it were dangerous for me 

Ma T« 
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To Be o'cr-hcat with praife ! 
But I within me bear, aki$ ! too great allays* 

*Ti» raid> Apelles, whan he Venus drew^ 

Did naked wxnnen for his patteni view. 

And with his powerful fancy did refine 

Their human (hapes into a form divine f 

None who had fat could her own pidlure iee. 
Or fayi one part was drawn foe me i. 

S09 though this nobler painter> when he writ. 
Was pleased to think it fit 
That my book, fhould before him fit. 

Not as a caufe,^ but an occafion^ to his witj 

Yet what have I to boaft, or to apply 

To my advantage out of it ; fince I, 

Inftead of my own likenefs, only find 

The bright idea there of the great wnter^s mind} 

O D F. 

Mr.- Cowley's Book prefcnting itfiiE ta the 
Univcrfity Library of O x F o R D. 

HAIL, Learning's Pandieon t Hail, thefacred ark 
Where all the world of fcience doet imbark.1 
Which ever ihall withftand, and haft fo long withftoodj 

Infatiate Timers devouring flood. 
Hail, tree of knowledge I thy leaves fruit i which well 
Doft in the midft of paradife arife, 
Oxford f the MUfe's paradife, 
Fi cm which nay never fword the bkis'd expel I 

. . Hai| 
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Hail, bank of all paft agefi ! ^hcre they lie 
T* enrich with intereft pofterity 4 . . ^ 

Hail Wit'« illuftrious Galaxy ! . 
Where thoufand lights into one brightnefs fpread $ 
Hail, living Univerfity of the dead 4 

Unconfus'd Babel of all tongues ! which e'er 

The mighty linguift Fame, or Time, the mighty trarc- 

That could fpeak, or this could hear. (1tr> 

Majeftick monument and pyramid ! 
Where ftill the ihades of parted fouls abide 
Embalmed in verfe j exalted fouls which now 
Enjoy thofe arts they woo'd fo well below 5 

Which now all wonders plainly fee. 

That have been, are, or are to be, 

In the myfterious library. 
The beatific Bodley of the Deity ; 

Wnt yens into your facred throng admit 

The meaneli Britifh Wit ? 
You, general-council of the priefts of Fame» 

Will you not murmur and difdain« 

That I a place among you claim. 

The humbleft deacon of her train 7 
Will you allow me th* honourable chain ? 

The chain of ornament, which here 

Your noble prifoners proudly wear; 
A chain which will more pleafant feem to me 
Than all my own Pindaric liberty ! 
Will ye to bind me with thofe mighty names fubmit. 

Like an Apocrypha with holy Writ ? 

M 3 What. 
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Whatever happy beok i^ chained httt, 
No other place or people need to fear i 
Hit chain *t a pafTport to f;o every where* 

As when a feat in heajven 
Is to an unmalicious finner given, 

WhO| cafting round his wondering tyt. 
Does none but patriarchs and apoftles there el^ ; 

Martyrs who did their lives beftow. 

And faints, who martyrs liv'd below ; . 
With trembling and amazement he begins 
To recolle6^ his frailties pad and fms § 

He doubts almoft his ftation there ; 
His foul fays to itfclf, " How came I here ?'* 
It fares no otherwife with me, 
W hen I myfelf with confcious wonder fee 
Amidft this purify'd ele£led company. 

With hard&ip they, and pain. 

Did to this happinefs attain t 
Ko labour I, nor merits, can pretend ; 
I think predeflination only was my friend. 

Ah, that my author had been ty*d like me 
To fuch a place and fuch a company I 
Inftead of fcveral countries, feveral men, 

And bufinefs, which the Mufes hate. 
He might have then improved that fmall eftate 
Which Nature fparingly did to him give j 

He might perhaps have thriven then, 
And fettled upon me^ his child, fomewhat Uy live. 

'T ha<^ 
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*T had happier been for him, as well as me j 

For when all, alas t is done, 
We books, I mean, You books, will prove to be 
The beft and nobleft converfation : 

For, though fome errors will get in, 

Like tin£lures of original fm $ 

Yet fure we from our fathers* wit 

Draw all the ftrength and fpirlt of it, 
Leaving the grofTer parts for convei'fatioU , 
As the beft blood of man *8 employed in generation,. 



Sitting and drinking in the Chair made out of th6 
Kelicks of Sir Francis Drakb's Ship. 

CBSAR up, my mates, the wind does fairly hlwr»„ 
Clap on more fail , and never (pare $ t 

Farewell all lajfids, for now we aus 

In the wide fea of drink, and merrily we go. 
Blefs me,.*tis hot ! another bowl of wine, 

And we (hall out the burning Line s 
Hey, boys 1 ihe feuds away^ and by my head I knoviv 

We round the world aM failing now. 
What dull men are thofe that tarry at home^ . 
When abroad tbey might wantonly roam» 

And gain fuoh experience, and fpy too . 

Such countries aod wonders, as I do 1 
But pr*ythee, good pilot, take h^d what you doir. 

And fail not to t9Uch at Peru) . 

M4., Withk. 
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With gold there the vcflcl we 11 ftore, 
And never, and never be poor, 
No, never be poor any more. ' 

What do I mean ? What thoughts do me mifguide t 
As well upon a ftafF may witches ride 

Their fancyM journeys in the air, 
As 1 fail round the ocean in this chair t 

*Tis true} but yet this chair which here you fee» 
For.all its quiet now, and gravity, 
Has wandered and has traveled more 
Than ever bead, or fiih, or bird, or ever tree, before t 
In every air and every Tea *t has been, 
*X has compafs'd all the earth, and all the heavens *t hat 
Let not the Pope's itfelf with this compare, [feen. 

This is the only univerfal chair. 
iThe pious wanderer's fleet, favM from the flame 
(Which ftill the relicks did of Troy purfue^ 

And took them for its due), 
A r<{uadroi| of immortal nymphs became i 
Still with their arms they row about the feast 
And ftill make new and greater voyages i 
Ner has the firft poetic ikip of Greece 
(Though now a ftar ike {o triumphant ihow, 
^nd guidc-4)er failing fttcceflfors below. 
Bright as her ancient freight the fliinifig fleece} 
"Yet to this 'day a q«iet4iarboor found $ 
The tide of heaven ftill carries her around. 
^Only^rakets facred ▼eflel (which before 

Had done and had feen more 

Tkaa 
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Than thofe have done or feen, 
Ev'*n (ince they GoddeiTes and this a Star has been) 
As a reward for all her laboar paft, 

Is made the feat of reft at laft. 

Let the cafe now quite alterM be, 
And, as thou went* ft abroad the world to fee. 

Let the world now come to fee thee I 

Tbe world will do *t j for curiofity 
Does, no lefs than devotion, pilgrims make ) 
And I myfelf, who now love quiet too. 
As much almoft as any chair can do, 

Would yet a journey take. 
An old wheel of that chariot to fee. 

Which Phaeton fo rafhly brake i 
Yet what could that fay more than thefe remains of 

Drake ? 
Great relick ! thou too, in this port of eafe, 
Haft ftill one way of making voyages ; 
The breath of Fame, like an aufpicious gale 

(The great trade-wind which ne>r does fail) 
Shall drive thee round the world, and thou (halt run. 

As long around it as the fun. 
The ftreights of Time too narrow are for thee j 
Launch forth int« an undifcoverM fea, 
And Acer the endlefs courfe of vaft Eternity I 
Take for.tby fail this verfe, and for thy pilot nirl 



UPON 



iy» COWLBV^S PO£MS» 

VPO*N T.KB DEATH Of 

THE EARL OF SAL.CARRS8. 
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»npIS folly all, that can be faid^ 

''• By living moitali, of th* imnortal dcad^ 
And I *m afraid they laugh at the vain tear* we (bed 

*Ti8 as if we, who ftay behiiyci 

In expe£lation of the wind. 
Should pity thofe who pafs'd this iircight beforei 

And touch the univerfal ihorje. 
Ah, happy raao 1 who art to failfio more! 
And» if it f^em ridiculous to grieve 
Becaufe our friends are newly come from fea» 

Though ne'er fo fair and calm it be ; 

What would all fobcr men b«lieve, . 

If they ibould hear us fighing fay, 

<' Balcarres, who but th* other day 
<' Did all our love and our refpe^ command $ 
** At whofe great parts we all amazM did iland ; 
<* Is from a ilorm» alas I cail fudde»ly on bmd r* 

If you will fay— Few per font upon t#th 
Did, ro^re than he, deftrve to hav«^ 
A life exempt from fortime and the grave") 

Whether you look upon his birth 
And anceftors, whofe fame *8 fo widely fpread-*- 
But anceftorSf alas 1 who long ago sac dead— 

Or 
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Or Whether you confidcr more 
The vail increafe, as fure you oughty 
Of honour by his labour bought> . 
And added to the former ftore t 
All I can anfwer, is, That I alloW" 
The privilege you plead for ; and avow - 
That, as he well deferv'd, he doth enjoy it nowi 
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Though God, for great and righteous cndi^ 
, Which his. unerring Providence intends 
Erroneous mankind ftrould not under Aand, 
Would not permit Balearres* hand 
(That once with fo much induftry and art 
Had tlosM the gaping wounds of every part)' 
To perfect his diftra£led nation's cure> 
Or ftop the fetal bondage 'twas t' endure ^ 
7^ for hii patnshe foen did hira remove> 

From all th' oppreifion and the woe 

Of his frail body's native foil below. 
To his foul's true and peaceful cotmtry above % . 
So Godlike kings, for fecret caufcs, known 

Sometimes, but to themfelves alone, 
One of theii* abled minifters cleft. 
And fend abroad to treaties, which they* intend* 

Shall never take effefb $ 
But, though the treaty wants a happy end« 
The happy agent waVits not the reward, 
For which he laboured faithfully and hard j . 
Hi» juft and righteous mafter calls him hbme| 
Andgtyet bim> neair himfelf) fonic honourable room* 

Noble 
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Noble and great endeavours did he bring 
ToTave his country, and reftore his king $ 
And, whilfl the manly half of him (which thofe 
Who know not Love, to be the whole fuppofe) 
Performed all parts of virtue^s vigorous life % 

The beauteous half, his lovely wife. 
Did all his labours and his cares divide j 
Nor was a lame* nor paralytic fide s 

hi all the turns of human ftate, 

And all th' unjuft attacks of Fate, 

She bore her (hare and portion ftill. 
And would not fuifer any to be ill. 
Unfortunate for ever let me be. 

If I believe that fuch was he, 

Whom, in the ftorms of bad fuccefsy 
And all that Error caHs unhappinefs. 
His virtue and his virtuous wife did ftill accompany t 

With thefe companions 'twas not ftrange 

That nothing could his temper change. 
His own and country*8 union had not weight 

Enough to crufh his mighty mind 1 
He faw around the hurricanes of flatc, 
Fixt as an ifland ^gainft the waves and wind* 

Thus far the greedy fea may reach; 

All outward things are but the beach ^ 
A great man's foul it doth afTault in vain 1 
Their God himfelf the ocean doth reftrain 

Wdh an imperceptible chain. 

And bid it to go back agaiju 

His 
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His wifdomi juftice, and his piety. 
His courage both to fufFer and to die, 

His virtues, and his lady too. 

Were things celeftial. And we fee. 
In rpite of quarrelling philofophy. 

How in this cafe 'tis certain found. 
That Heav'n (lands ftill, and only earth goes round. 

ODE, 
UponDr. Harvey. 

Coy Nature (which remained, though aged grown, 
A beauteous virgin ftill, enjoyM by none. 

Nor feen unveilM by any one) 
Wlien Harvey's violent paflion (he did fee. 
Began to tremble and to flee \ 
Took fan£luary, like Daphne, in a tree t 
There Daphne's lover ftop'd, and thought it much^ 

The very leaves of her to touch t 
But Harvey, our Apollb, ftop*d not foj 
Into the bark and root be after her did go t 

No fionalleft fibres of a plant. 
For which the eye-beams' point doth (harpnefs want; 

His paifage after her withftood. 
What ihould flie do ? through all the moving wood 
Of lives endowM with fenfe (he took her flight \ 
iiarvry purfues, and keeps her ftill in fight. 

Bur«. 
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She leap'd Ht laft into the winding ftreams of blodd^ 

Of man's maeander all the purple reaches raadc^ 

Till at *e heart the ftay'd 5 

Where turning head, and at a bay. 
Thus by well-purged "cars -w»flie o^«rheard to lay < 

•« Here furc ihall Ibe fafe" (faid flie) 
•'. None will be able fure to fee 

** This my retreat, but only He 

** Who made both it andme/ 
^5< The heart of man what art can e'er rtreal ? 

** A wall impervious between 

** Divides th& very parts^ within, 
-<* And doth the heart of man cv'n from itfclf conceal.'" 

She fpoke : but, ere ihe was aware, 

Harvey was ^virith her there j 
And held this (lippery Proteus in a chain. 
Till all her mighty myfteries he defcry'd ; 
Which from his wit th* attempt before to hide 
Was the-Brft thing that Nature did in vain. 

He" the young practice of new life did fee, 

Whilft, to conceal its toiIfomc.poveity, 
It for a living wrought, both hard and privately* 
.Before the liver underftood * 

The noble fcarlctdye of blood 5 

Before one drqp was by it made. 
Or brought into it, to fet up the ti*ade ; 
Before the untaught heart began to beat 
•The tuneful march to vital heat i 

From 
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From all the Cduh that livifig buildingt rtiur, 
WheAcr iraply'dfor earth, or^a» or air s 
Whether it in the wotnb or egg be wrmight | 
A ftri£k account to him is hourly bi<ought 
How the great fabriek doea^ procetd* 
"What tiine,-and what matcriaU, itdoetiMM t 
He fo exaAly ddes the work ftf rvey. 
Aft if he hir'd the vvorkeri by the day* 

Thus Harvey fought for Truth in Truth*t own book. 

The creatures— which by God himfelf was writ ) 

And wifciy thought *twas fit, 
Not to read comments only upon it« 
But on th* original itfelf to look. 
Methinks in Art's great circle others ibnd 

Lock*d-up together, hand in hand j 

Every one ieads as he is led $ 

The fame bare path they treads 
And danccy like fairies, a fantafticrouxld. 
Bat neither change their motion nor their ground s 
Had Harvey to Ifcis road conifaiTd Ilis wit, 
His noble circle of the blood had been untrodden yett 
Great DoAor 1 . th' art of curing H cur*d by the^ § 

We now thy patient, Phylick, fee 
From all inveterate difeafes free, 

Purg'd of oM errors by thy care. 
New dieted, put forth to clearer air { 

It now will ftroag and healthful prove ; 
Itfelf before lethargic lay, and could not move I 

1 Thefe 



J76 COWLEY'S POEMS. 

Thefe ufefvl (ecrets to his pen wc owe I 
And thoufandf more *tvrzs ready to beftow j 
Of which a barbarous war*s unlearned rage 

Hat robbed the ruinM age s 
O cruel lofs ! at if the golden fleece* 

With fo much coft and labour bought,. 
And from afar by a great hero brought^ 

Had funk ev^n in the ports of Greece^ 

O cuHed war ! who can forgive thee this T 

Hou(es and towns may rife again ; 

And ten times eafier *tis 

To rebuild Paui's, than any wcN'k of his : 

That mighty talk none but himfelf can do. 

Nay, fcarce himfelf too, now j 
FoTy though his wit the force of age wtthftanc^ 
His body, alas ! and time, it muft command $ 
And Nature now, fo long by him furpafs*d. 
Will fuxe have her revenge on him at laft: 

ODE, PROM CATULLUS.. 

ACME: AND SEPTIICItrs* 

WHILST on Septimius' panting breaft. 
(Meaning nothing lefs than reft). 
Acme leanM her loving head. 
Thus the: pleased Septlmius iaid t 

My dearefl: Acme, if I be 
Once alive; and love not thee 

W^iik. 
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With a pai&on far above 
All that e*er was ca|kd Joye | 
In a Libyan defert ins^y 
I become /bme lion*t prey } 
Let hiiDf Acme, Jet him tear 
My breaft, when Acme is not there. 

The God of^ Love^ who ftpod to hear him* , . 
(The God of Love w^s alw^y^ n^ar him); • 
Weai'd and tickled with the found, 
Sneex'd aloud j and all around 
The little Loves, that waited by, 
Bow'd, and blcft the augury. 
Acme, enflamM with what he faid, 
Rcar'd her gently^bending head 1 
And, httc purple mouth with joy 
Stretching to. the delicious boy. 
Twice (and twice could ftarcc fuffice)- 
Shckift hia drunken rolKng eyes. 

My little life, my all ! (iaid (he) 
So may we ever fervants> be 
To this beft God, and ne*er maiiv 
Our hated liberty agftin t 
So may thy paffion laft for me>, 
Aj I a pa/fion have for thee, 
Greater and fiercer much than cam 
Be conceivM by thee a man I 
Into my marrow is^it gone,, 
f ixt and fettled in the bone ^ 
h reigns not only in ray heart,. 
Bat runs, like life, through every partv. 
ro%. L H She 



She fpoke ; the God of Love akrttd 
Sneez'd again | and all tlNf crowd 
Of little Lovety that waited by, - 
Bow*d» and bleft the augufy« . 

Thit good omen thus froni heaven 

Like a happy (ignal given^ 

Their loves and lives (all four) Krobrade,' 

And hand in hand nin all the rate. 

To poor Septimins (who did ndw 

Nothing el(e but Acme grow) 

Acme^s bofom was sA^ik6 

The whole world^s imperial thren#| • • • 

And to faithful Acme*s nind 

Septimius was all human-kind. 

If the Gods would phafe to be . ' ' 

But advisM for4>nce by me, 

I M advife them, when they ipy 

Any illuftrious piety, 

To reward her, if it be (he«-> 

To reward him, if it be hs*— • . . > . • i 

Withfuchahuiband, Aicliawfft^ . r . . | 

With Acme*s and 6eptimius* life. '{ 
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mrtifi fill ha^vsty's restoration and 

RETURN. 

« — Quod optanti divum ipromittere nemo 

*« Auderety volvenda dies, en, attulit ukro/* ' Virc. 

NO W Ueflihgfl on ymi ail, ye peaceful flar«» 
Which' meet at iaft fb kindly, and dtTj^fe . 
Your unmrfal gentle influence 
To calm theftormy world and ftill the i^ge of -wars! 

^or^ whillt around the oontinent 
Plenipotentiary beams ye fe'nt, 

Did youir pacific lights difllain 

In their large treaty to contain i 

The world apart, o'er which do reign 
Your feven fair brethren oi great Charles's-wain % 
No ilar amongft ye all did, I believe, 

Sixch vigorous afli(lance give. 

As that which, thirty years ago. 

At • Charles's birth, did, in defpite 

Of the proud fun*s meridian light. 
His future glories and this year foreihow. 

• The ftar that appeared at noon, the day of the 
king^s birth, juft as the Icing his father vvas riding to 
St. Pattrs to give thanks ta God for that bUfting. 

N a No 
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No lefs efiefts than thefe we may 
Be aflurM of from that powerful nj, 
Which could out-^Me the flan, and overcome the day 

Anfpiciova ftar ! again arife. 
And take thy noon-tide ftation in the flues. 

Again all heaven prodigioufly adorn |, 

For lo ! thy Charles again it born. 

He then was bom with* and to paihj 

With and to joy he *» bom again. 

And, wifely for this fecond birth. 

By which diou certain wert to blefe- 
The land with full and flourifhing happinef). 

Thou mad*ft of that fair month thy choice^. 

In which heaven, air, and fea, and earth. 
And all that*s in them, all, does fmile and does rejoice* 
''Twas a right feafon ^ and the very ground 
Ought with a face of paradife to be founds 

Then, when we were to entertain. 
Felicity and innocence again. 

Shan we again (good Heaven ! y that Blefl^ pair b^oldj^ 
Which the abufed people fondly fold 
For the bright fruit of the forbidden trtc. 

By feeking all like Gods to be ? 
Will Peace her halcyon neft venture to build* 

Upon a ihore widi ihipwre^ks fiird. 
And traft that fta, where flie can hardly fay 
She *as known thefe twenty years one calmy day ? 

Ah I mild and gallefs dove. 
Which doft the pure and candid dwellings love, 

Caaft 
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Canft thou ito Albion ftill delight ? 

Still canft thou think it white f 
Will ev«r fiur Religion appear 
In thefe deformed ruins ? will flie clear 
Th' Augean ftablea of herxhurchcs here } 

Will Jtiftice hazard to be fcen 
Where a High Courtof Juftice e'er has been ? 
Will not the traghc fcene, 
And Bradfhaw's bloody ghoft, affright her there. 

Her, who^fiiall never fear ? 
Then may Whitehall for Charles's feat be fit. 
If Juftice ihall endure a^ Weftminftcr to fit. 

Of all, methinks, we Icaft (hould fee 
The chearful looks again of Liberty. 
That name of Gromwell, which does fvtMy ftUl 
The cmiei of fo many fuffcrers fill. 

Is ftill enough to jnake her ftay. 

And jealous for a while remain, 
Left, as a tempeft carried lum away, 
Some hurricane (hduld bring him back again* 

Or, ihe might juftlier be afraid 
Left, that gi-eat ferpent, which was all a tail 
{And in his poifonous folds whole nations prifoner^ 
made) 

Should a thifd time perhaps prevail 
To )oin agaiA, and witli werfe fting arife. 
As it had done when cut in pieces twice. 

Return, return, ye facred Four ! 
And dread your perifh'd enemies no more. 

Your 



Your fears are cwfpkH tV» tnd irain>' 
Whilft you return in phar]e»*$ traij) | 

For God does him, that he ^lighjt you» tvfion#» 

Nor ihall the world. him ojdy call 

Defender of the faith> but of yo^ all. 

Along with you plenty an^d, riches go^ 

With a full tide to every port they flow, 

With a wa^ fruitful wind o>r «11 the country blow. 

Honour does as ye march her trumpet foundy. 

The Arts encompafs you around, 

And, againft all alarms of Fear, 

Safety itfelf brings up the rear ; 
And, in the head of this angelic bandy 
Lo f how the goodly Prince at taft does ibind 
(O righteous God !) on his own happy land t 
*Tis happy now, which could with fo much eafe 
Recover from fo defperate a difeafe $ 

A various complicated ill, 
Whofe every fymptom was enough to kill } 
In whijch one part of three frenzy pofleft. 

And lethargy the reft i 
'Tis happy, which no bleeding does cndurcy. 

A furfeit of fuch blood to cure t 

*Tis happy, which beholds the flame 
Jn which by hoftile hands it ought to bum^. 

Or that whicl\, if from Heaven it came,. 
It did but well deierve, all into bonfire turn* 
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We fear*d <9nd tlmoft touekM the black degree 

Of inftant expe^Utian) 

That the tfaiee dreadful angeU we. 
Of famineyfwotdy and plague, ihould here eftabllfh'dfee 
(GmL's g^eat triumvirate of defolation t) 
To fcourge and to deftroy the iinful nation. 
Juftly might Heaven Prote^lors fuch as thole. 
And fuell Committees for their Safety, impofe 
Upon a land which fcarceiy better chofe. 

We fearM that the Fanatic war. 
Which men againft God's houfes did declare, 
Would from th* Almighty enemy bring down 

A furfe deftru£lion on our own. 
We read th* inftru6(ive hiftories which tell 
Of all thofe endlefs mifchiefs that befel 
The facred town which God had lovM fo well. 
After that fatal curfe had once been faid, . 
^'His blood be tipon ours and on our children*s he^d.** 
We know, though there a greater blood was fpllt« 

*Twat fcarcely dope with greater, guilt. 
We know thofe miferies did befal. 
Whilft they rebeird againft that Prince, whom all 
The reft of mankind did the love and joy of maokindi 
call. 

Already was the (haken nation 
Into a wild and deform'd chaos brought^ 

And ityraa hafting on (we thought). 
Even to the.laft of ills — annihilation 1 
When, in the midft of this confufed night* 
to 1 the bleft Spirit roovM, and theie was light ^ 

N 4, For» 
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FoTj in the glorious General's pfcviouf ray. 

We faw a new-created diy : 
We by it faw, though yet in mifts it (hone. 
The beauteous work of Order moving on. 
Where are the men who bragged that God did blefty 

And with the marks of good fuccefs 
Sign his allowance of their wickednefs ? 
Vain men ! who thought the Divine Power to find 
In the fierce thunder and the violent wind : 

God came not till the ftorm was paft $ 
In the ftill voice of Peace he came at laft I 
The cruel bufmefs of de(lru£lion 
May by the claws of the great fiend be done-i 
Here, here we fee th' Almighty's hand indeed 
Both by the beauty of the work we ice \ and by the 
fpced. 

He who had feen the noble Britifli heir« 
Even in that ill, difadvantageous light 
With which misfortune ftrives t' abufe our fight-* 
He who had feen him in his cloud fo bright- 
He who had feen the double pair 
Uf brothers/heavenlygoodj and fifters, heavenly fair !-• 

Might have perceived, methinksi with eafe 
(But wicked men fee only what they pleafe) 
That God had no intent V extinguiih quite 

The pious king^s eclipfed right. 
He who had feen how by the Power Divine 
All the young branches t>f this royal line 
Did in their firej withoutxonfuming, (hine«— 

How 
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ON HIS MAJESTY'S RESTORATION. tZ$ 
How through a rough Red-fca they had been led, 
'By wonders guarded, and by wonders fed«— 
How many years of trouble and diftrefs 
They M wanderM in their fatal wilderne(^ 
And yet did never murmur or repine ;— • 

Mighty methinks, plaitily underftand. 
That, after all thefe conquered trials paft, 

Th' Almighty mercy would at laft 
Condu6l them with a ftrong unerring hand 

To their own Promised Land i 

For all the glories of the earth 

Ought to beentaird by right of birth ; 

And all Heaven's blefTings to come down 
Upon his race, to whom alone was given 
The double royalty of earth and heaven | 
Who crown'd the kingly with the martyrs* crown* 

The martyrs* blood was faid of old to be 

The feed from whence the Church did grow* 
The royal blood which dying Charles did fow 
Becomes no lefs the feed of oroyalty t 

*Twas in diihonour fown ; 

We find it now in glory grown. 
The grave could but the drofs of it devour } 
** 'Twas fown in weaknefs, and 'tis rais-d in power •'* 
We now the queftion well decided fee. 
Which eaftern Wits did once conteft. 

At the great Monarch's feaft, 
'** Of all on earth what things the ftrongcft be f •* 

And 
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And f<WEie for \foinca, fMne for vme« did pletd ^ 

That is, for Folly and for Rage, 
Two things which we have known indeed 
Strox^f in thit latter age ; 

But, as *tis pit)v*d by Heaven, at length. 

The King and Truth have greateft ftrengtb*. 

When th/ey thtir facred force unite. 
And twine into one right t 
No frantic commonwealths or tyranmet|. 

No cheats, and. perjuries, and lyes i 

No nets of human policies j 
No (lores of aims or gold (though you could join^ 
Thofe of Pem to the great London mine) ; 
No towns ; no iieets by fea, or troops by land ; 
No deeply-entrenched iflands, can withftand, 

Or any fmall refiftanct bring 
Againft the naked Truth and the unarmed King» 

The fbolifli lights which travellers beguile 
End the fame night when they begin j 

No art fo far can upon nature win 

As e'er to put-out ftars, or long keep meteors in. 

Where 's now that Jgnujfatuui, which ere-while 
Mifled our wandering ifle ? 
Where 's the impoltor Cromwell gone ? 

Where 's now that Falling-ftar, his fon ? 

Where 's the large Comet now, whofe raging flame 

So fatal to our monarchy became ; 

Which o'er our heads in Aich proud horror floods 

itUatiiiit with our ru"m and. our blood ? 

The 
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ON HIS MAJESTI^rs RESTORATION. i9t 
The fiery tatlwdid to vaft length extend } 
And twice for want of fuel- did expire. 

And tmtc isaewM the diTmal fine s 
Though long the tail, we faw-at hift its end*. 

The flames of one. triumphant day. 

Which, like an anti* comet h«rey 

Did fata% to ^at appear,. 

For ever frighted it away : 
Then did th* allotted hour of dawning right' 

Firft ftrike our rarilb^d iight $ 
Which malice or which. art no more could ftay^ 
Than witches* charms can a retardment bring 
To the refufcitation of the day, 

Or refurre^fcion of the fpring. 
We welcome both) and with improved delight 
Blefs the preceding winter,, and the night 1 

Man ought his- future happinefs to fear. 

If he be always happy here— 

He wants the bleeding marks of grace^ 
The drcumcifion of the chofen race. 

If no one part of him fupplies 

The duty of a facrifice, 

He is, we doubt, referv'd intire 

As a whole vlftim for the fire.. 

Befides, ev*n in this world below. 

To thofe who never did ill-fortune kno>;(rj | 

The good does naufeous or infipid grow. '' | 

Confider 
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Confider maii*t whele liftp and you *11 confefii 
The (harp ingredient <tf fMnebad fucceft 
Is that which gives ihe tafte to til hit biqipineft. 
But the true method of leltcisjr 
If » when the worft 

Of human life is placed the firft. 
And when the child's correftion proret to be 

The caufe of perfe£Ung the man t 

Let our weak days lead up the van i 
Let the brave Second and Triarian band 

Firm againft alMmpreilion Hand i 

The firft we may defeated fee | 
The virtue and the force of thefe are fute of wl€tory* 
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Such are theyeartt ^rsat Charles ( which now we fee ) 

Begin thnr glorious march with thee s 
Longmay their march to heaven, and ftill triumphant, 
be1 

Now thou art gotten once before. 
Ill-fortune never ihall^*er-take thee more* 
To fee *t again, and pleafun in it find, 

Caft a difdainful look behind } 
Things which offend when preient, and affrighti 
In memory weil-painted •move delight, 

Enjoy then all thy* afli^tions now-* 

Thy royal father*s eame at laft| 

Thy martyrdom *s already paftt 

And different crowns to both ye owe* 
No gold did e>r the kitigly temples bind. 

Than thine more try*d and more ntin'd* 

At 
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As ft clMict medal fbr Heaven's^treaAiry 
God did ftamp firft. upon one fide of thee 
The image of hta ftiiFenDg humanity t 
On th* other fide^ turned now to fight» does (hine 
The glorioHS image of his power divine I 
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So, when the wifeft poets feek 

In all their Itvelieft colours to fet forth 

A pt£lure of heroic worth 
(The pionis Trojan or the prudeht Greek) ; 
They chufe fbme comely prince of heavenly birth 

(No proud' gigantic Cdn of earth, 
Who ftrives t* ufurp the Gods* forbidden ftat) ) 
They feed him not with ne6lar, and the meat 

That cannot without joy be eatj 
But, in the cold of want, and ftorms of adVerfe chancrf 
They harden his young virtue by degrees t 
The beauteous drop firft into ice does freeze 
And into (blid cryftal next advance. 
His murderM friends and kindred he does fee^ 

And fr6m his flaming country flee i ' 
Much is he toft at Tea, and' much at land| 
Does Ibng the force of angry god) withftand t 
He does long troubles and long wars fuftain^ i 

Ere he his fatal birth- right gain. i 

With no lefs time or labour can ' 

Deftiny buUd up fuch a man» j 

Who *s with fufficient virtue fUlU 

Hit niia*d country to rebuihU 

N04 



Kor without esnfe am ftrm» frdnl HeavHip 
To fuch a heiD by 'theiibet* gma»: . 
^o human raetai ts of foite t* oppofe 

Skm^aoy tmd ib vtolefifblows. 

Such wai ^e hehiiM/breift^atM) KhleM^ 

Which Charles in all attacks did wield : 
And all the weapons malice e'er cofild try:,' " 
Of all the feveral makes of wicked policy,- 
Agatnft this armour ftruck, but at the ftroke. 
Like fwords of ice, in thoufand pieces broke* 
To ajigels and tbek brethren fpirits above. 
No (how on «arth can fnre Co ple^nt prove. 

As when th? y great misfortunes fee 

With courage borne, and decency. . ^ 
$o were they borne wheni Worceiler's difma^ day 
Did all the terrors of black Fate difplay ! 
So were they borne when no difguifes* cloud 

His inward royalty could fhrow'd ; 
And one of th' angels whom juft God. did &n(i 

To j;uard him in his noble flight 
(A troop of angels, did him then attend 1) 
AiTurM me in a viiiou th* other night, 
That he (and who. could better^judge than he ?.) 

Did then more gveatnefs iq him fee, 

More luilre apd more majeily. 
Than all his coronation-pomp can /hew to humsui eye« 

Him and his royal brothet^ ^^-hen I faw • 
New marks o^'honour and of glor^ 
From their afFvonts and (ufferings dcatw, 

Aftd Jook lik« heavenly £uiits ev*n in their purga:tory $ 
3 M«- 
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Methottglits I faw the three JudeHM Y(^,hv 
(Three unhutt martyrs for ttie nMti M^» (> 

In the Chaldean fafnace WAlk $ ^ 

How chearfully and unconcerned rfiey tM\ 
No hair is fing^d; no fmalleft beatfty 1)laft«d 1 

Like paiiited lamps they ihifife imwaftcfd ! 
The greedy fire itfelf dares not be fed' 
With the b!eft oil of an anointed head* 

The hononrable" flame 
(Which rather light we ought to namt) 
Does like a glory compafs them aroundi * 

And thah* whole body *8 crown'd. 
What are thofe two bright creatures which ^w fee 

Walk with the royal Three 

In the fame ordeal fire» 

And mutual joys mfpire? 

Sure they the beauteous iifters 'ar^. 

Who, whJM they fcek fo bear their flitrc. 
Will fuflFer no affli6Vion to be there ! 
lefs favotirto thofe Three of old wns (howa. 

To Mace with thdr company 
The fiery trials of advcrfity ! 
Two Angels join with thefe, the othei*s had but one. 

Come forth, come forth, ye men of God belov'd I 
And let the poWtr now of that flame. 

Which againft you fo impotent became^ 
On all your enemies be prov'd. 

Come, mighty Chai*lea.l daCae of nations I comet 
C«me, you triumphant exile! home. 
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He *s ecmtt &«.'*# fyki at ihore^ I hear the noUe. 
Of a ^bole, l^i which does at once rejoice^. 
I bear th* united peop]e^t (acred voice. 

The feaj which circlet ut around^ 

Ne^er fent to land.fb bud a found |. 
The miglity (hout fends to the.fea a gale^. 

And fwelU up every fail : 
The bells and guns are fcarcely heard at all'; 
The artificial joy ^s drown'd by the natural* 
All England but one bonfire fecms to be. 
One ^tna fhooting flames into the fea : 
The ftarry worlds, which fliine to us afar», 

Take, ours at this time for a ftar. 
With wine all. rooms, with, wine the conduits^ Ao^^^S^ 
And we, the priefts of a poetic rage,^ 

Wonder that in this golden, age 

The rivers too ihould not do (6,^ 
There is no.Stoick, fure, who would not noyr 

Ev'n fome excefs allow ; 
And grant that one wild fit of chearful folly 
Should end our twenty years of difmal melancholyi. 

Where 's now the royal mother, where. 

To take her mighty /hare 

In this fo raviihing fight. 
And, with the part (he takes, to add't* the delights 

Ah ! why art thou not here, 
Thou always heft, and now the happiefl Queen 1 
To fee our joy, and with new joy be feen ? 

GoA 
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God has a bright example made of thee. 

To fliew'that woma^-kind may be 
Abore that fex which her fuperior Teems » 
In wifely managing the wide extremes 
Of great iffiiftion, great felicity. 
How woU thofe different virtues thee become^ 
Daughter of tfiumpiiSy ii|rif« of }aarlyndo«» I 
Thy princely mind witli fo muoh courage bore 
Affli£lion» that it dares retHm no more ^ 
With fo much goodnefs us*d felicity, 
That i| cannot refrain from coming back, to thee $ 
'Tis come» and feen to-day in all its bravery! 

Who 's that heroic perfon leads it on. 

And gives it like a glonous bride 

(Richly adornM with nuptial pride) 

Into the hands now of thy fon ? 
Tis the good General, the man of praife. 

Whom <!^od at laft, in gracious ptty^ 

Did to th' enthralled nation raife. 

Their great Zerubbabel to be ; 
To loofe the bonds of long captivity, 
And to rebuild their temple and their city ! 
For ever bleft may he and his remain. 
Who, with a vaft, though lefs-appearing, gain, 
Preferred the CoXid Great above the Vain, 
And to the world this princely ti'uth has fhown-*-* | 
That more ^tis to reftore, than to ufurp a ciown! / 

Thou worthieft perfon of the BritiHi ftory ! 

(Though *ti$ not fmall the Britidi glory) 
VdL. I. O Did 
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Did I not know my haroble verfe muft be ' 
But ill*propoitioii*d to the height of thee. 

Thou and the .world iboald ice 
How much ny Muie, the foe of flattery^ 
Does make true praife her labour and defign |. 
An Iliad or an Aneid /hould be thine. 

And ill fliould we defenre this happy day,. 

If no acknowledgements we pay 

To yUf great patriots' of the two 

Moft truly Other Houfes now; 
Who hare redeemed from hatred and from fliame* 
A Parliament's once venerable name ; 
And now the title of a Houie reftorcj 
To that which was but Slaughter-houfe before* 
J£ my adrice» yt worthies ! might be ta*en. 

Within tbofe reverend places. 

Which now your living prefence graces, 
Vour marble-ftatues always ihould remain. 
To keep alive your ufeful memory. 
And to your fucceflbrs th* example be 
Of truth, religion, reafon, loyalty : 

For, though a firmly-fettled peace 
May ihortly make your public labours ceaft. 
The grateful nation will with joy confent 

That in this fenfe you (hould.be (aid, 
(Though yet the name founds with fome dread) 
To be the Long, the Endlefs, Parliament, 
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OR THE QJJEEN'S REPAIRING 
SOMERSET-HOUSE. ^ 

WHEN God (the caufe to me and men unknown) 
Forfook the royal houfes, aiid his own^ 
And both abandon^ to the Common foe i 
How near to ruin did my glories go ! 
Nothing remainM t* adorn this piincely place 
Which covetous hands could take, or rude deface*. 
In all my rooms and galleries' I found 
Thedciieft figures torjiy and all around 
DiiinemberM ftatues of great heroes lay $ 
Such Nafeby's field feem^d on the fatal day * 
And me, when nought for robbery was left. 
They ftarvM to deadi s the gaiping walls were clcfty. 
The pillars funk, the roofs above me weptj. 
No fign of fpring, or joy, my garden kept $ 
Nothing was feen which could content the eye^ 
Till dead the impious tyrant here did lie. 

See how my face is changed ! and what I am 
Since my true miftrefs, and now foi>ndref», came t 
It does not fill her bounty to reftore 
Me as I was (nor was I fmall before) s 
She imiutes the kindnefs to her fhown j 
She does, like Heaven (which the deje£led throne 
At once reftores, fixes, and higher rears) 
VjcDgthen, enlarge, exalt, what ihc repairs » 

O % And' 
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And now I dare (though proud I muft not be* 
Whilft my grc^t mUlrcft I (o bumble fc^ . 
In all her various glories) now I dare 
£v*n with the proudeft palaces compare. 
My beauty and convenience will, I *m fure. 
So joA a boaft with modefty endure j 
And all muft to me yields when I ihail tell 
How I am placM^ «nd who does in me dwell* 

Before my gate a ftreet's broad channel goef » 
Which ftill with waves of crowding people fiows^) 
And crery day there pafles by my fide^ 
Up to its weftem reach, the L<mdon tide. 
The fpring-tides of the term i my front look* down 
On all the pride and bufinefs of the town j 
My other front (for, as in kings we fee 
The livelieft image of the Deity, 
We \ti their houfes (hould heaven^s likeneft fisdy 
Where nothing can be faid to be Behind) 
My other fair and more majeftic face 
(Who can the fair to more advantage place I) 
For ever gazes on itfelf below, 
In the beft mirror that the world can (how* 
And here behold, in a long bending row. 
How two joint-cities make one glorious bow ! 
The midft, the nobleft place, poiTefs'd by me» 
Beft to be feen by all, and all o'er-fee ! 
Which way foe'cr I turn my joyful eye, 
:Here the great court, there the rich town, I ipy.j 
On either fide dwells fafety and delight $ 
Ay^ealth on the left, and power upon the right. 

T* aflure 
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T* aflure yet my defence, on either hand» 
Like mighty ferts^ in equal diftance ftand 
Two of the beft and ftatelieft piles which e'er 
Man^s liberal pietji of old did rear j 
Where the two princes of th' Apoftles* bandy 
My neighbours and my guards, watch and command» 

My warlike guard of ihips, which fartlier.lie. 
Might be my obje6l too, were not the eye 
Stopt by, the houfes of that wondrous ftreet 
Which rides o^er the broad river like a fleet, . 
The ftre^m^s eternal fiege they fixt abide,. 
And the fwoln ftream's auxiliary tide. 
Though both their ruin with joint power confplre}. 
AOth to out-brave, they nothing dread but Hre. 
And here my Thames, though it more gentle be 
Than any flood fo ftrengthcn'd by the fca. 
Finding by art his natural forces broke. 
And bearing, captive- like, the arched yoke. 
Does roar, and foam, and rage, at the difgrace^. 
But recompofes ftrait, and calms his face j 
Is into reverence and fubmifllon ilrook,. 
M f<Ma as from afar he does but look 
Towards the white palace, where that king does reign 
Who la^t his laws and bridges o'er the main. 

Amidft thefe louder honours of my feat. 
And two vaft cities, troublefomely great. 
In a large various plain the country too 
Opens her gentler bleflings to my view : 
1q me the a6live and the quiet mind, 
^y different ways, equal content may find. 

O 3 If 
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If any prouder virtoofo^f fenfe 
At that part of my profpefl take oflTence, 
By which the meaner cabbms are defcry*^. 
Of my Imperial river*t humbler fide— 
IF they call that a blemifli— let them know^ 
Cod» and my godlike miftreft , think not (o $ 
For the diftreftM and the afHiaed lie 
Moft in their care, and always in their eye* 

And thou, fair river f who ftUl pay'ft to me 
Juft homage, in thy parage to the Tea, 
Take here this one inftruflion as thou go*ft-*-« 
VThen thy mixt waves (hall vifit every coaft ; 
When round the world therr voyage they (hall make. 
And back to thee ibme fecret channels take ) 
Aik them what nobler fight they e*er did meet. 
Except thy mighty mafter*s fovereign fleet. 
Which now triumphant o*er the main does ride^ 
The terror of all lands, the ocean*s pride. 

From hence his kingdoms, happy now at laft, 
(Happy, if wife by their misfortunes pad f) 
From hence may omens take of that fuccefs 
Which both their future wars and peace Hiall blefr. 
The peaceful mother on mild Thames does buiktj 
•With her fon's fabricks the rough fta it-fiUVi, 
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THE C'OMPL AINT. 

T N a deep vifion^ft intellectual fcene, 

*• Beneath a bower for forrow made« 

Th' uncomfortable ihade 

Of the black yew*8 unlucky green » 
Mixt with the Tnoumlng willow^s careful grey. 
Where mrerend Cham cuts out his famous way^ 

The melancholy Cowley lay t 
knd \o I a Mufe aj^ear'd to ^S'clpfed fight, 
(The Mufes oft in lands of viHon play) 
fiody'd» arrayMy-and feen, by an internal light. 
A golden harp with (liver ftrlngs (he bore j 
A wondrous hieroglyphick robe (he wore. 
Id which all colours and all figures were^ 
Xibat nature or that fancy can create^ 

That art can never imitate y 
And with loo(e pride it wantonM in the air. 
In fuch a drefs, in fuch a well-cloathM dream. 
She usMy of old, near fair Ifmenus* (Iream, 
Pindar, her Theban favourite, to meet } 
A crown was on her head, and wings were on her feet* 

ShetouchMhimwith her harp, and ralsM him from the 
The fhaken ftrlngs melodloufly refound. [ground^ 

" Art thou returned at laft," faid (he, 

** To this forfaken place and me ? 
" Thou prodigal 1 who didft fo loofel'y wafte 
" Of all thy youthful years the good eftate j 

O^ «• Art 
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** Art thou returnM here, to repent too late^ 
<< And gather huiks of learning up at 1^, 
** Now the rich harveft-time of life is paft,. 

" And winter marches on fo faft ? 
^* But, when I meant t' adopt thee for my fon^^ 
*< And did as leam*d a portion affign, 
*' As ever any of the mighty Nine 

'* Had to their deareft children done j 
" Wh^ I refolv'd t' exalt thy' anointed name». 
" Among the fpiritual lords of peaceful fame { 
<* Thou changeling I thou^ bewitched with noiffr and 

fhowy 
«« Would'ft into courts and cities from me go | 
** Would* (I fee the world abroad,, and have a fliire 
«* In all the follies and the tumults there t 
" Thou would*ft, forfooth, be fomething in a fiite, 
*' And bufinefs thou would'ft find, and would'ft creatt r 

" Bufinefs ! the frivolous pretence 
*« Of human lufts, to fliake off innocence j 

** Bufinefs I the grave impertinence ; 
*' Bufinefs ! the thing which I of all things hate ^ 
** Bufinefs 1 the contradidlion of thy fate« 

<< Gof renegado 1 caft up thy account, 
*' And fee to what amount 
** Thy fooli/h gains by quitting me s 
•* The fale of Knowledge, Fame, and Liberty^ 
«* The fruits of thy unlcarnM apoftacy. 

f* Thou 
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•• Thou thoiig;ht'ft, if once the public ftorm wer6 paft, 
" All thy remaining life (hould fun-ftiine be j ^ 

" Behold 1 ' the public ftorm is fpent at laft, 
" The fovcriign 'a toft at fca no more, 
" And thou^ with all the noble company, 

«* Art got at laft to ftiore. 
"But, whilft thy fellow-voyagers I fee 
" All marchM up to pofFefs the promisM land, 
" Thou ftill alone, alas 1 doft gaping ftand 
" Upon the naked beach, upon thebairen fandi , 

" As a fair morning of the bleflTed fpring,. 

" After a- tedious ftormy night, 
" Such wsw the glorious entry of our king 5 
** Enriching moifture drop'd on every thing 5 
" Plenty he fowM below, and caft about him light? ' 

** But then, alas \ to thee alone, 
*' One of old Gideon's miracles was (hown j . 
** For, every tree and every het* around 

«* With pearly dew was crdwn*d, 
" And upon all the quickenM ground * «^ 

** The fruitful feed of heaven did brooding lie, • 
" And nothing but the Mufe's fleece was dry. 

<< It did all other threats furpafs, 
*' When God to his own people faid 
" (The men whom through long wanderings he had led) 

<' That he wouid give tbtm ev?n a heaven of brafs : 
*' Tbey look'd up to that heaven in vain, J 

** That bounteous heaven, which God did nptreftrain C 
^ Upon the moft unjuft to ihin« and rain. . j 

^« The 
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«< The Rachel, for which twice feven years and moie 

'* Thou dldft with faith and labour fenre^ 
** And didft (if faith and labour can) deferve^ 
** Though fhe contracted was to thee» 
** Given to another, who had ftore 
-«« Of fairer and of richer wives before, 
'** And not a Leah left, thy recompence to be* 
•• Go on J- twicfc feven years more thy fortune try^ 
*' Twice feven years more God in his bounty may 

*^Give'<hec> to fling away 
•^* Into the court*s deceitful lottery : 

*i But think bow likely His that thou, 
" With the dull work of thy unwieldy ploughs 
' ** Should*il in a>liard«nd barren ieafon thrive^ 

** Should even able be to live ^ 
« Thou, to whofe ihare Co little bread did fall, 
' ** In the miraculous year when manna rain*d on all.** 

Thus fpake the Mufe, ^ad fpoke it with a {mUd> 

That feem*d at once to;-pity and revile. 

And to her thus, raifmgliis thoughtful head» 
Thetnelancholy Cowley faid-* 
" Ah, wanton foe I doft thou upbraid 
** The ills which thou thyfelf hail made f 

<^ When in the cradle innocent I lay, 

^' Thou^ wicked fpirit i ftoleft me away» 
" And my abufed foul didft bear 

i* Inta thy new-found worlds, I know not where, 
^* Thy goldenladies in the air^ 

^ « Ab4 
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** And ever Gnce I ftrive in vaifn 

** My ravifh^d freedom to regain | 
*<* Still (rebel, ilill thou doft reign 9 
" ha 1 ftili in verfe againft thee I complain* 

** There is a fort of ftubbom weeds, 
*< Which, if the earth but once, It ever, breeds > 

** No wholfome herb can near them thrive, 

** ^o ufeful plant can keep alive 1 
" The fooUfli fports I did oh thee beftow, 
*'< Make all my art and labour fruitleft now $ 
<< Where onee fuch fairies dance, no grafs <ioth ever 
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" When my new mind had no infufion known, 
*' Thou gav^ft fo deep a tincture of thine own, 

«* That ever fmce I vainly try 

•' T«*waih away th' inherent dye \ 
*' Long work perhaps may fpoil thy colours quite, 
** But never will reduce the native white : 

'* To all the ports of hon«ur and of gain, 
' ** 1 often fleer vnycourfe in vain $ 
" Thy gale comes crofs, and drives me back again. 
" Thou flack'neft all my nerves of induftry, 
4 <* By making them fo oft to be 
<< The tinkling flrings of thy loofe mindrelfy. 
** Whoever this world^s itappinefs would fee, 

*< Muft as entirely caft-offthee, 

** As they who only heaven deHre 
41 Do ^om the world retire, 

« Thi« 
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** This was my error, this my grofs miftakb^ 

** Myfclf a demy-vottry to make. 

<* Thus, with Sapphira and her hv(band*s fate ' 

<< (A fault which I, like them, am taught t4Ki late}^ ' 

** For all that I gave up I nothing gain, 

** And perifli for the part w&ich..I retain* ^ 

" Teach me not then, O thou fallacious Muft I 
' " The court, and better king, t' accufe i 
<t The heiiven under which I life is fair, 
'« The fertile foil will a full harveft bear i 
^ Thine, thine is all the barrennefs j if thou 
'' Mak*ft me fit ftill and fmg, xv^hen I ihould plough'.. 
** When I bui think how many a tedious year. 

(« Qur patient fovereign did attend * 

** His long misfortunes* fatal enci $ 
<' How chearfuJly, and how exempt from fear^ 
** On the Great Sovereign's will he did depend i 
** I ought to be accurft, if I refufe 
</ To wait on his, O tkeu fallacious Mufe I 
f ' Kings have long hands, they fay ; and, thougli I be 
M So diftant, they may reach at length to me. 

*' However, of all princes, thou 
*' Should*ft not reproach rewards for being (mall or flow §, 
<*Thou I who rewardeft but with popular breath, . 

** And that too after death/.* 
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*ON' COLONEL TUKE'8 TRAGI-OOMEDY, 
THP ADVENTURES OF FiVE HOURS. •■ 

AS when our kingsXl^rds of the fpacious main) 
Take in juft wars a rich plate-fleet of Spaio, 

The rude unihapen ingots they reduce 

•Into a form of beauty and of i^fe ; 

On which the conqueror*s image now does ihine. 

Not his whom it belonged to in the mine : 

So> in the mild contentions of the Mufe 

(The war which Peace itfeif loves and purfues) 

'So have you home to us in triumph brought 

This Cargazon of Spain with treafures fraught. 

You have not bafely gotten it by ftealth. 

Nor by tranflation borrowM all its wealth; 

But by a powerful fpirit made it your own j 

Metal before^ money by you 'tis grown. 
•Tis current now, by your adorning it 

'With the fair damp of your vlftorious wit. 
iBut, though we praife this voyage of your rninJ^ 

^ And though ourfelves enrich'd by it we lind i 
We 're not contented yet, becaufe we know 

iWhat greater (lores at home within it 'grow. 
We *ve Teen how well you foreign ores refine i 

.Prpduce the gold of your own nobler mine : 
The world fliall then our native, plenty view, 
Aad-fetch materials for their wit fi-om you i 
They all (hall watch the travails of your pen, 
iVo4 Spain on you (hall make reprifaU then. 

ON 
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ON' TVRJB DEATH Or 

MR Si KATHARINE PHILIP^^ 

CRUEL Difeafe! ah» could not it Aiffice 
Thy old and conftant fpite to exercifo^ 
Agamft the gentleft and the faireft fex. 
Which ftill thy depredations moft do vex ? 

Where ftill thy malice mofi.of all 
(Thy malice or thy. luft), does on the faireft fall ^ 
And in diem moft aflault the faireft place. 
The throne of emprefs Beauty, ev*n the face f 
There was enough of that here to afluagey 
(One would have thought) either thy luft or rage. 
Was 't not enough, when thou, prophane Difeafe l* 

Didft on this glorious temple feize ?. 
Was *t not enough, like a wild zealot, thexie^. 
All the rich outward ornaments to tear. 
Deface the innocent pride of beauteous images > 
Was .*t not enough thus rudely to defile. 
But thbu muft quite deftroy, the goodly pile ? 
And thy unbounded facrilege commit 
On th* inward holieft holy of her wit ? 
Ci*uel Difeafe ! ^ there thou miftook^ft thy power ^ 

No mine of death can that devour i 
On her embalmed name it will abide 

An evcrlafting pyramid, 
A^ high as heaven the topi as earth the bads -wide. 

AU- 
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All ages pf ft reCQrdy all countries now 
2a variout kinds fuch equal beauties ihow».. 

Thkt ev'n judge Paris would not knovr 
On whom th^ golden apple to beftow i 
Though GoddeiTes V his feutence did fubmit^. 
Women and lovers would appeal from it i 
Nor durft he fay, of all the female race, . 

This is the fovereign face. 
And Tome (though thefe be. of a kind that *s rare» 
That *s much, ..ah, much lefs frequent than the fair) ^ 
So equally renown>'d for virtue are. 
That it the mother of the Gods might pofc. 
When the beft woman for her guide ihe choCu 

But if Apollo (hould defign 

A woman Laureat to make. 
Without difpute he would Orinda take. 

Though Sappho and the famous Nine 
Stood by, and did repine. 

To be a princefs, or a queen, 
Is great ) but,*tis a greatnefs al^rays feen • • 
The world did never but two women know, 
Who, .one by fraud, th* other by wit, did rife' 
To the two tops of fpiritual dignities j 
One female pope of old, one female poet now. . 

Of female poets, who had names of old, , 

Nothing is ihown, but only told. 
And all we hear of them perhaps may be ^ 
Male-flattery only^ and male-ppetry. 
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Few minutes did their beauty*i lightning yv^tte. 
The thunder of their voice did longer lall» 

But that too Toon was paft. 
The certain prooft of our Orinda^s wit 
In her own lifting charaflers are writ. 
And they will long my praife of them furvive» 

Though long perhaps, too, that may lire. 
The trade of glory, managed by the pen, 
TCough great it be, and every where is founds 
Does bring in but fmall profit to us men } 
'TiSy by the number of the /harers, drownM* 
Orinda^ on the female coafts of Fame, 
Ingroires*aU the goods of a poetic name $ 

She does no partner with her fee j 
Does all tiie bufmefs there alone, which we 
Are forc'd to carry on by a whole company* 

But wit *s like a luxuriant vine $ 

Unlefs to virtue*s prop it join, 

Firm and ereft towards heaven bound $ 
Though it with beauteous leaves and pleafant fruit 

be crown'd, 
lilies, 'deformM and rotting, on the ground. 

Now^ftiame and blu(hes on us all. 

Who our owp fex fuperior call I 
•Orinda does our boaftlng fex out-do, 
Not in wit only, b«t in virtue too t 
She does above our beft examples rife. 
In bate of vice and icorn of vanities. 

^\ Never 
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Never did fpirit of the manly make, 
And dipM all o'er in Learning's facred lake, 
A temper more invulnerable take. 
No violent paflion could an entrance find 
Into the tender goodnefe of her mind : 
Through walls of (tone thofe furious bullets may 

Force their impetuous way ; 
When her foft breaft they hit, powerlefs and dead they 
lay! 

The fame of Frrendfhip, which fo long had told 
Of three or four illaftrious names of old, 
Till hoarfe and weary with the tale fhe grew, 

Rejoices now t' have got a new, 

A new and more furprizing ftory, 
Of fair Lucaiia's and Orinda's glory. 
As when a prudent man does once perceive 
That in fome f Jreign country he muft live, 
The language and the manners he does ftrive 

To underiland and pra6lice here. 

That he may come no ftranger there : 
So well Orinda did herfelf prepare. 
In this much different clime, for her remove 
To the glad world of Poetry and Love, 
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HYMN TO LIGHT. 

FIRS T-bom of Chaosy who (6 fair didft comt 
From the old negro's darkfomc womb I 
Which, when it faw the lovely child. 
The melancholy maft put on kind looks and finfl'd 3 

Thou tide of gIoi7i which no reft doft know. 

But ever^ebb and ever flow I 

Thou golden fhower of a true Jove I ( love \ 

Who does in thee defcend, and heaven to earth make 

Hail, active Nature's watchful life and health ! 

Her joy, her omsfment, and wealth ! 

Hail to thy huiband Heat, and thee 1 [be \ 

Thou the world's beauteous bride, the lufty brideg-roooi 

Say from what golden quivers of the fky 

Do all thy winged arrows fly ? 

Swiftnefs and power by birth are thine : 
From thy great fire they came, thy fire the Word Divine. 

*Tis, I believe, this archery to fliow, 

That Co much coft in colours thou. 

And (kill in painting, dofl: beftow. 
Upon thy ancient arms, the gaudy heavenly l>ow« 

Swift as light thoughts their empty career run. 

Thy race is flniih'd when begun i 

Let a poft-angel ftart with thee, 
And thou the goal of earth Ihalt reach as foon as be. 

A Thou 
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Thtfu in the moon^s bright chariot, proud and gayi 
Doft thy bright vrood of ftars furvey ; 
And all the year doft with thee bring 

Of thoofand flowery lights thine own no6kumal ipring. 

Thooy Scythian-like, doft round thy lands above 

The Am's gilt tent for ever indve, 

And ftill| as thoo in pomp doft gO| 
The (hining pageants of the world attend thy ftow. 

Nor amidft all thefe triumphs doft thou fcorn 
The humble glow-worms to adorni 
And with thofe living fpangles gild 

(O greatnefs without pride 1) the bufhes of the fitld. 

Night, and her ugly fubjefls, thou doft fright, 

And Sleep, the lazy owl of night s 

AfhamM, and fearful to appear. 
They (krcen their horrid (hapes with theUacIc hemifphere. 

With them there haftts, and wildly takes th* alarmy 

Of painted dreams a bufy fwarm t 

At the firft opening of thine eye 
The various clufters break, the antic atoms fly* 

The guilty ferpents, and obfccncr beafts. 
Creep, confcious, to their fecfct refts : 
Kacure to thee does reverence pay, 

111 omens and til (ights removes out of thy way. 

At thy appearance. Grief itfelf is faid 

To ihake his wings, and rouze his head t 
And cloudy Cai-e has often took 

A gentle beamy fmilc, refle6led from thy look* 

« P a At 
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At thy tppctrance, Feur itfelf grows bold $ 

Thy Asn-Oiine meiti awty hU cold* 

Kncourag*d at the fight of thee, 
To the cheek colour comet, sind firmnefs to the knee. 

Kv*n Lu^t, tht.mafter of a hardenM face, 

"BlniUUf if thou b«*il in the place. 

To i)arkDefA* curuint he retires i 
Jn fysnpftthixing night he rciUs his fmoky fires* 

When, Goddcfs I thou Iift*ft up thy wakened head, 
Out of the moining** purple bed, 
Thy quire of birds about thee play, 

And tU the joyful world falutes the rlCng day. 

'i'hc ^Uoi\%, and monfler-rpirits, that did prefumc 

A body's privilege to aflfumc, 

Vanish n^Mn inviAbly, 
And bodies gain again their viftbility. 

All th6 world*s brnvery, that delights our eyes, 
Is but thy /'cvcrul liveries j 
Thou the rich dye on them heftow'ft, 

Thy nimble pencil paints this landfcape as thou go*ft. 

A ctimron gni'Mtent in the rofc thou wear'ft ( 
A 11 own of {luddcd gold thou bear*ft{ 
The V i>^in«lilit?ii, in their white, 

Ai'o clad bvit with the kwn of ulmoft naked light. 

The violet, Spring's little infant, (lands . 

iUn in thy purple fwadling-bandi i 

On the fuir tulip thou doft doAt ^ 
Thuu clwdith'ft it in a gny and pnrty-colour'd coat. 

With 
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With flame condens'd thou do'ft thy jewels fix, , 

And folid colours in it mix : 

Flora herfclf envies to fee 
Flowers fairer than her own> and dqrable as (he. 

Ah, Goddefs I would thou could^ft thy hand withold. 

And be Icfs liberal to gold 1 

Didft thoju lefs value to it give, 
Of how much care, alas ! might'i( thou poor man re- 
lieve I 

To me the fun is more delightful far. 

And all fair days much fairer arc. 

fiut few, ah I wondrous few, there be, 
Who do not gold prefer, O Goddefs ! cv'n to thee. 

Through the foft ways of heaven, f hd air, and fea. 

Which open all their pores ..to thee. 

Like a clear river thou doft glide, 
And with thy livinjg; ftream through the clofe channels 
•ilide. 

But, where firm bodies thy free courfc oppofe. 
Gently thy fource thr land overflows ; 
Takes there pofleifion, and does make. 

Of colours mingled light, a thic)L and ftandipg lake. 

But the vaft ocean of unbounded day 

In th' empyracan heaven does ftay. 

Thy rivers, lakes, and fprings, below, 
From thence took firft their rife, thither at laft miift Aqw. 
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' T O 

THE ROYAL SOCIETr. 

PHilofophy^ the great and only heir 
Of all that human knowledge which has been 
Unforfeited by man's rebellion* fin. 

Though full of years he do appear 
(Philofophy, I fay, and call it He $ 
For, whatfoe*er the painter's fancy be. 

It a male-virtue Teems to me) 
Has fiiil been kept in nonage, till of late. 
Nor manag'd or enjoy'd his vaft eftate. 
Three or four thoufand years, one would have thought,. 
To ripenefs and perfeclion might have brought 

A fcience fo well bred and nurft. 
And of fuch hopeful parts too at the firft : 
But, oh i the guardians and the tutors, then. 
(Some negligent and Tome ambitious men) 

Would ne'er confent to fet him free. 
Or his own natural powers to let him (ee, 
Left that fbould put an end t6 their authority. 

That his own bufinefs he might quite forget. 
They* amus'd him with the fports of wanton wit j. 
With the deflerts of poetry they fed him, 
Inftead of folid meats t' increafe his force ; 
Inftead of vigorous exercife, they led him 
Into the plcafant labyrinths of ever-fceih difcourfe $- 

Infbad 
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Inftead of carrying bim to fee 
The riches which do hoarded for him lie 

In Nature** endleft treafury. 

They chofe his eye to entertain 

(His curious bat not covetous eye) 
With painted fcenes and pageants of the brain. 
Some few exalted fpirits this latter age has (hown^ 
That labourM to aflert the liberty 
(From guardians who were now ufurpers grown X 
Of this old minor ftill, captiv'd Philofophy i 

But *twas rebellion caird, to fight 

For fuch a long-oppreiTed right. 
Bacon at laft, a mighty man, arofe^ 

(Whom a wife king, and nature, chofe^ 

Lord chancellor of both their laws) 
And boldly undertook the injurM pupil's caufe. 

Authority— which did a body boaft, 

Though 'twas but nir condensed, and ftalk'd about^ 

Like Tome old giant's more gigantic ghoft. 
To terrify the learned rout 

With the plain magic of true Reafon*8 light- 
He chacM out of our fight j 

Nor fufferM living men to be miflcd 
By the vain fliadows of the dead : [torn i 

To graves, from whence it rofc, the conquer\ 
He broke that monftrou^ God which ftood 

In midfl of tV orchard, and the whole did claim $ 
Which with a ufelefs fcythe of wooil, 
And fomething eKt net' worth a name 

P 4 (Botli 
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(Both vaft for fliew, yet neither fit 

Or to defend, or to beget ; 

Ridiculous and fenfelefs terrors I) made 
Children and fuperftitious men afraid. 

The orchard '» open now, and free, 
Bacon has broke the fcare-crow deity : 

Come, enter, all that will. 
Behold the ripenM fruit, come gather now your fill ! 

Yet ftill, methinks, we fain would be 

Catching at the forbidden tree-«. 

We would be like the Deity— 
When truth and falfehood, good and evil, we. 
Without thu fenfes* aid, within ourfelves would fee j 

For *ti8 God only who can find 

All Nature in his mind. 

From words, which are but piftures of the thought 
(Though we our thoughts from them perverfely drew) 
To things, the mind^s right obje6V, he it brought : 
Like foolifh birds, to painted grapes we flew j 
He fought and gatherM for our ufe the ti-ue j 
And, when on heaps the chofen bunches lay. 
He preft them wifely the mechanic way. 
Till all their juice did in one veflel join. 
Ferment into a nourifliment divine. 

The thirfty foul's refreshing wine* 
Who to the life an exac^ piece would make, 
Muft not from others' work a copy take i 

No, not from Rubens or Vandyke ; 
Much lefs content hlmftlf to make it like 
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1*h* ideas and the images which lie 
In his own fancy or his memory. 

No, he before his fight muft place 

The natural and living face $ 

The real objcft mull command 
Each judgment of his eye and motion of his hand. 

From thefe and all long errors of the way, 
In which our wandering predeceffors went. 
And, like^' old Hebrews, many years did ftray^ 

In deferts but of fmall extent, 
Bacon, like Mofes, led us forth at laft t 

The barren wildernefs he pad ; 

Did on the very border ftand 

Of the bleft promisM land ; 
And, from the mountain's top of his exalted wit| 

Saw it himfelf, and fliewM us it. 
But life did never to one man allow 
Time to difcover worlds and conquer too j 
Kor can Co ihort a line fufficient be 
To fathom the vaft depths of Nature*s fea. 

The work he did we ought t* admire s 
And were unjuft if we fliould more require 
From his few years, divided *twixt th* exceA 
Of low affliction and high happinefs s 
Tor who on things remote can fix his fight, 1 

That *s always in a triumph or a fight ? I 

From you, great champions I we expe6l to get 
Thcfe fpaciou« countriesj but difcover'd yet 1 

COUAtfIfy 
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Countries) where yet, inftend of Naturei we 
HtT Images and idoU worfhipM fee i 
Thcfe large and wealthy regionn to fnbdue. 
Though Learning hai whole armies at command^. 

Q^artffr*d about in every land^ 
A better troop Ihc ne'er together drew i 

Methinka, like Gideon'i little band, 

God with deHgn has pick*d out yoU| 
To do thofo nohic wonders by a few i 
When the whole hoft be faw, «« They are" (faid he) 

•< Too many to overcome for me j" 

And now he choofei out hii men^ 

Much in the way that he did then ) 

Not thofe many whom he found 

Idly* extended on the ground^ 

To drink with their dejeAed head 
The ftream, juft fo at by their mouths it fled i 

No I but thofe few who took the waters up» 
And made of their laborious hands the cup. 

Thus you prepaiM^ and in th« glorious ftght 

Their wondrous pattern too you take i 
Their old and empty pitchers ^rik they brake, 
And with theii' hands then lifted up the light. 

lo I found too the trumpets here I 
Already your vi^lorious lights appear i 
>Iew fccnes of heaven already we efpy» 
\nd crowds of golden worlds on high, 
Vhich from the fpacious plains of earth and fiw 

Could neytr yet difcover^d be« 
ly lUtors* or Chaldeans* watchful eye^ 
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TO THE ROYAL SOCIETY; %i^ 

Nature^s great works no diftance can obfcurey 
No rmallnefs her near, objects can fecure i 

Y* h^ve taughf the «iirk>u» fight to pre(» 

Into the privateft recefs 
Of her imperceptible littlcnefs ! 

Y' have learned to read her fmallcft hand. 
And well begun her deepeft (knih to underftand ! 

Mifchief and true difhonour fall on thofe 

AVho would to laughter or to fcorn expofe 

So virtuous and fo noble a defign. 

So human for its ufe, for knowledge fo divine. 

The things which thefe proud men defpife» and calt 

Impertinent, and vain, and fraaU, 
Thole fmalleft things of nature let me know. 
Rather than all their greateft aftlons do ! 
Whoever would depofed Tinith advance 

Into the tlirone ufurpM from it, 
Muft feel at fitA the blows of Ignorance, 

And the fharp points of envious Wit. 
So, when, by various turns of the cekAiaA daiice>. 

In many thoufand years 

A ftar^.fo long unknown, appears. 
Though heaven itfclf oiore beauteous by Lt growi 
It troubles and alarms the world below } 
Docs to the wife a ftar, to fools a meteor, (how. 
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With courage and fucccfs you the bold work begin j 

Your cradle has not idle been i 
None e*er, but Hercules and you, would bt 
At E^t years age worthy a hi(lory« 
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And neVr did Fortune better ytt 
Th* hift^an to the ftory fit t 

As you from all old errors free 
And purge the body of Philofophy | 

So from all modem foUiet he 
Has yindicated Eloquence and Wit* 
His candid ftyle like a clean ftream does flide^ 

And his bright fancy, all the way. 

Does like the fun-lhine in it play $ 
It does, like Thames, the beft of rivers ! glide. 
Where the God does not rudely overturn. 

But gently pour, the cryftal urn. 
And with judicious hand does the whole current guide : 
*T has all the beauties Nature can impart. 
And all the comely drefs, without the paint, of Art, 

UPON THB 

Chair made out of Sir Francis Drake's SHrr, 

Prefented to the Univerfity Library of Otfwd, 

by John Davis of Deptford, Efquire. 

TO this great ihip, which round the globe has run, 
And matched in race the chariot of the fun. 
This Pythagorean (hip (for it may claim 
Without prefumption fo defcrvM. a name. 
By knowledge once, and transformation now) 
In her new ihap€| this (acred port allow, 

7 Drake 
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Drake and his ihip could not have wifh'd from Fate 
A more bleft ftation^ or more bleft eftate ; 
For lo ! a feat of endlefs reft is given 
To hei' in Oxford^ and to him in heaven. 

PROLOGUE 
To the Cutter op Colma« Street, 

AS, when the midland fea is no where clear 
From dreadful fleets of Tunis and Argier— 
Which coaft about, to all they meet with foes> 
And upon which nought can be got but blows-~ 
The merchant- (hips fo much their paiTage doubt. 
That, though full -freighted, none dares venture out» 
And trade decays, and fcarcity enfues : 
Juft fo the timorous wits of late refufe, 
Though laded, to put forth upon the ftage. 
Affrighted by the criticks of this age. 
It is a party numerous, watchful, bold | 
They can from nought, which fails in fight, with-holdj 
Nor do their cheap, though mortal, thunder fpare { 
They (hoot, alas ! with wind-guns charged with air. 
But yet, gentlemen -criticks of Argier, 
For your own intercft I M advife ye here. 
To let this little forlorn -hope go by 
Safe and untouched. " That muft not be*' (you '11 cry.) 
If yc be wife, it muft j I '11 tell you why. 
There are fevcn, eight, nine— ftay — there are behind 
Ten play« at lc»ft| which wait but for a wind, 

Ami 
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And tile glad nrwt tliat we the enemy mift ; 
And thofe are all jour own, if you fpare tbta. 
Some are but new trimm*d up, others quite new $ 
Some by known ibtpwrights built, and others too 
By that great author made, whoe*er he be, 
"•That ftylei himfelf " Perfon of Qiiality j" 
All thefe, if we roifcarry here to^y. 
Will rather till they rot in tW harbour Hay; 
Nay, they will back again, though they were come 
£T*n to their laft fafe road, the tyring-room. 
Therefore again I fay, if you be wife, 
Let this for once pafs free $ let it Ailiice 
That wt, your forereign power here to avow. 
Thus humbly, ere we pafi, ftrike fail to you. 

ADDED AT C OtXRT. 

STAY) gentlemen I what I have faid was aU 
But forcM fubmifllon, which I now recall. 
Ye Ve all but pirates now again $ for here 
Does the true'fovcreign of the fcas appear, 
The fovereign of thefe narrow feas of wk i 
*Tis his own Thames } he knows and goverirs it, 
*Tis his dominion and domain ; as lie 
Fleafes, *tis either ihut to us, or free. 
Not only, if hb paflport we obtain> 
We fear no little rovers of the main $ 
But, if our Neptune his calm vifage Aow, 
Mo wave ihall dare to rile or wind to blow. 
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THE MISTRESS, 

SEVERAL COPIES OF LOVE-VERSES. 
'* Hmret lateri lethalis arundo.'* . ViRC. 
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THE RE Qj; EST. 

1'ave often wifh'd to love; what ihftil I do? 
Me ftiU the cruel boy^doet fparc } 
And I a double ta& muft bear, 
Firft to wooe hini» and then a miftrefB too. 

Come at laft and ilrike, for ihame, 
If thou art any thing befides a name^ 
I Ml think thee elfe no God to be. 
But poet9 rather Gods, who firft created thee^ 

I aik not one in whom all beauties grows 

Let me but love, whatever (he be. 

She cannot feem deformed to tnc ; 
And I would have her feem to others fo. 

Deilre takes wings and ftrait does fly, 
It ftays not dully to enquire the Why, 

That happy thing, a lover, grown, 
I (hall not fee with others* eyes, fcarce with mine own, 
3 If 
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If (he be (oy, and fcorn my noble fire j 
. If her chill heart I cannot move ; 

Why I '11 enjoy the very love. 
And make a miftrefs of my own defire. 

Flames their moft vigorous heat do hold. 
And pureft light, if compafs'd round with cold : 
S09 when fharp winter means moft harm, 
The fpringlng plants are by the fnow itfclf kept warm. 

But do not touch my heart, and fo be gone i 

Strike deep thy burning arrows in I 

Lukewarmnefs I account a fin, 
Ab great in love as in religion. 

Come armM with flames ; for I would prove 
All the extremities of mighty Love. 

Th' cxcefs of heat is but a fable ; 
We know the torrid zone is now found habitable. 

Among the* woods and forefls thou art found. 

There boars and lions thou dofl tame i 

Is not my heart a nobler game > 
Let Venus, men i and beafts, Diana, wound ! 

Thou dofl the birds thy fubjefts make $ 
Thy nimble feathers do their wings overtake : 

Thou all the fpring their fongs dofl hear ; 
Make me love too, I'll fmg to' thee all the year ! 

What fervice can mute fifhes do to thee ? 

Yet againfl them thy dart prevails. 

Piercing the armour of their fcales ; 

And (till thy fea-bom mother lives V th' fca* 

Pofk 
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Dod thou deny only to me * 

Tic no-gre^t privilege of captivity ? 
I beg or challenge here thy bow y 
Either thy pity to me, or elfe thine anger^ (how* 

Come ! or I il teach the world to fcorn that bow i 

I Ml teach them thuufand wholefome arts 

Both to refift and cure thy darts, 
More than fhy (kilfal Ovid e'er did know, 

Mufick of fighs thou (halt not hear, 
Nor drink one wretched lover*s tafteful tear : 

Nay, unlefs foon thou woundeft me, 
My verfes fliall not only wound, but murder, thee. 

THE THRALDOM. 

I C A ME, I faw, aad was undone y 
X#ightning did through my bones and marrow run ; 
A pointed pain pierc'd deep my heart j 
A fwift cold trembling feiz'd on every part j 
My head turnM round, nor could it bear 
The poifon that Was entered there. 

So a deftroying-angel's breath 
Blows-in the plague, and with it hslfty death ; 

Such was the pain, did fo begin, 
To the poor wretch, when Legion cnter'd la. 

" Forgive me, God !" 1 cryM 5 " for I 

*« Flatter'd myfelf I was to die/* 

Vol. I, a B»i 



ss6 COWLEr*S F0EM8. 

But quickly to my coft I found) 
*Twaii cruel Love, not Deathi had made tbe wooBtf f 

Death a more generoua rage doet ufo | 
Quarter to all he conquers doea refufe t 

Whilft Love with barbaroua mercy favea 

The vanquifh'd liveii to make them ftavei* 

J am thy (lave then } let me know, 
Hard maftec 1 the great taik I have to do t 

Who pride and fcorn do undergo. 
In tempefta and rough feaa tihy galleys row^ 

They pant, and groan, s^d (igb ^ but find 

Their fighi increafe the angry wiad« 

Like an Egyptian tyrant, foroe 
Thou wearied out in building but a tomb| 

Otheri, with fad and tcdtoua art, 
Labour i* th* quarries of a ftony heart t 

Of all the works thou doft a^gn, 

To all the feveral flaves of thine. 
Employ me, mighty Love I to dig the mine* 

THE GIVEN LOVE. 

1*LL on I for what fliould hinder me 
From loving and enjoying thee f 
Thou canft not thofe exceptions nvake» 
Which vulgair, fordid mortals take—* 
That my fate *s too mean and Ipw} 
•Twere pity I (hould lore thee fo^ 
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If that dull caufe couldi^kidcff npe 
In loving and enjoyiog tH«e» 

It does not me a whit difpleafey 
That the rich all honours feize ; 
That yon all titles ma);e yoi^r own^ 
Are valiant, learned, wile, alone : 
But, if you claim^oV wonuBn too 
The power whicltovcr mm yc do $ 
If you alone muft lovers be^ 
For that, Sirs, you muft pardon me* 

Rather than lofe what does fo^ncar 
Concern my life and being here, 
I Ul fome fach crooked ways invent. 
As you, or your forefathers, went : 
1 *11 flatter or oppoiiB tlw-kia$. 
Turn Puritan, or any thing )• 
I Ml force my mind to arts foinew t 
Grow rich, z}^ ^ lovei m well aa yott» 

But rather thus let me remain, 
At man in paradife did reign $ 
When peFfe6l love did fo i^gree 
With innocence and poverty. 
Adam did no jointure givcii 
Himfelf was jointure to his Bvie r 
Untouched with avarice ypt, or pridc» 
The rib came freely back t' bis £d& 

A curfe tipon the man who taught 
Women, that love was to' be btftight $ 

Qjfc Ratlffr 
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Katber doat only on your gold. 
And that with greedy aTariee hold« 
For, if woman too fubnait ^ 

To that, and fell hcrfelf for it. 
Fond lover i you a miftreft have 
Of her that *• but your fcllow-flavc. 

What ihould thofe poetf mean of old,. 
Hiat made their God to wooein gold ?- 
Of all men, fure, they had no cauie 
To bind love to fuch coftly laws -,. 
And yet I fcarccly blame them now j 
For who, alat ! would not allow,. 
That women (hould fuch gifts receive, 
Could they, as he, be what they give. 

If thou, my dear, thyfelCihouldft prize,. 
Alas 1 what value would fuffice f 
The Spaniard could not do 't, thouglrhe 
Should to both Indies jointure tbce. 
Thy beauties therefore wrong will take^ 
If thou fliouldft any bargain make j 
To give all, will befit thee well i. 
But not at under-rates to fell. 

Beftow thy beauty then on me, 
Freely, as nature gave *t to thee ^ • 
*Tis an exploded popiih though^ 
To think that heaven may be bought 
Prayers, hymns, and praifes, are the w;^,. 
k And thofe my thankful Mtife (hall pay i 
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Thy^bod/i U my verfe eoilirlnM, 
Shall grow iAitnoital as thy mind* 

X *1I fix thy title next in fame 

To SachariiTa's well-Amg natne. 

So faithfullywill I declare 

What all thy wondrous beauties are. 

That when, at the laft great aflizc, 

All women (hall together rifei 

Men ftrait (hall cad their eyes on tlica, 

And know at firft that thou art (lie. 

THE SPRING. 

THOUGH you be abfent here, I needs muft fay 
The tmes as beauteous are, and flowers as g^i * 
As ever they were wont to be j 
Nay, the birds' ntral mufick too 
« %$ as melodious and free, 

As if they fung to pleafure you ; 
I faw a rofe-bwd ope this mom-^I Ml fweat 
The blu/hing morning opcnM not more fair* 

How could it be fo fair, and you away ? 

How could the trees be beauteous, flowers fo gay ? * 
Could they remember but la(t year. 
How you did them, they you, delight, 
The fprouting leaves which faw you here. 
And caird their fellows to the fight, 

Would, looking round for the fame fight in vain, 

Gifep back into their filent barks again. 

Q^j Where'er 
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Where'er you walk'd, trees -were as ret^reUdtJiiacI^^ 
As when of old Gods^^wdt ih ev^'lfcft^. ' 

Is *t poifible they (hovld not kaowy 

What lofs^ of- honour theyfuftain 

That, thus 'they fmile and iiourifti iiewr^. 

And ftiU their former |»ide retain i 
Bull creatures 1 'tis not without caufe that fk^p- 
Who fled the Godof Wit> VFa« made ft tree. 

In ancient times, fbre, they much wHer Vrtre, 
When they rejoicM the Thracian verfe to hear ; 

In vai« did Nature bid them ftay,. 

When Orpheue had his fotog begun*- 

They caird their wondering roots away> 

And -bade them filent to htm run. 
How would thofe learned trees have fol}oW*d ybu'! 
You would have drawn them send Iheir poet '€6^6. 

fiut who can blame them now^? for, fince you 're g^ne^ 
They *re here the only- ffii^ and Ihiae alonexi 

You did their natural rights invade i- 

Wherever you did walk or fit. 

The thickeft boughs could make no fhade. 

Although the fun had granted it t 
The faireft lowers could pleafe no more, ntttr yoti. 
Than painted flowers^ fet next to them, could do. 

Whene'er then you come hither^ that fiiall be 
Ihe time,, which this to^otktrs is, to me. 

Tlir 
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The little joys which hefe are now^ 

The name of punHhments do bear ^ 

When by their fight fhcy let uslcno^ 

How we dcprivM df gt^iater are : 
^Tis you the beft of feafons with you bring $ 
This is for beafts, and Chat for men, the Spnng. 

WRITTEN IK 

JUICE OF LEMON. 

WHILST what I write I do not fte, 
I dare tlius, ev*n to youj write poetry. 
Ah, fooliOi Mufe ! which doft fo high afpire. 
And know'ft her judgment well, 
How much it does thy power excel. 
Yet daj'ft be read by,- thy jiift doom, the fire. 

Ahis ! thou think;(l tliyfclf fccure, 
Becaufe thy form is innocent and pure : 
Like hypocrites, which feem unfpotted hcrc^ 

But, when they fadly come to die, 

And the laft fire their truth muft try, 
ScrawPd o'er like thee, and blotted, they appear *. 

Go then, but reverently go. 
And, fince thou needs muft fm, confcfs it too : 
Confefs *t, and with humility clothe thy ihame % 

For thou, who elfc muii burned be 

An heretic k, if fiie pardon thee. 
May* ft like a martyr then enjoy the flame« 

0^4 But 
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But, if her wifdom grow feverc, 
And fuffer not hergoodneTs to be there} 
If her large mercies cruelly' it reftrain } 

fie not difcourag'd, but require 

A more gentle ordeal fire. 
And bid her by Love's flames read it again. 

Strange power of heat I thou yet doft ihow 
Like winter-earthy naked or cloath'd with fnow : 
But as, the quickening fun approaching near. 

The plants arife up by decrees } 

A fudden paint adorns the trees. 
And all kind Nature's charafiers appear. 

So, nothing yet in tbee ia feen ^ 

But, when a genial heat warms thee within* 
A new-born wood of varioua lines there grows $ 

Here buds an A, and there a B, 

Here fprouts a V, and there a T, 
And all the flouriAiing letters ftand in rows. 

Still, filly paper ! thou wilt think 
That all this might as well be writ with ink : 
Oh, no ; there 's fenfe in this, and myftery— 

Thou now may'ft change thy author's name« 

And to her hand lay noble claim $ 
For, as Ihe reads, (he makes, the words in thee. 

Yet— if thine own unworthinefs 
Will ftill that thou art mine, not her's, eonfefs^ 
Confume thyfelf with fire before her eyes. 

And fo her grace or pity move i 

The gods, though beads they do not love, 
Yet like tbenr when they *re burnt in facrifice. 

1 N C O K- 



INCONSTANCY, . 

FIVE years ago (fays Story) I lov'd you, 
For which you call me moft inconftant now } / 
Pardon me. Madam 1 you roiftalce the man. 
For I am not the fame that I was then $ 
Noilelh is now the fame *twas then in me ; 
And that my mind is changM« yourfelf may fee. 
The fame thoughts to retain ftill, and intents, 
Were more inconftant far j for accidents 
Mud of all things moft ftrangely' inconftant prove. 
If from one fubjeft they t' another move j 
My members then the father-roenfbeES were 
From whence thefe take their birth which now are here. 
If then this body love what th* other did, 
Twere inceft j which by Nature is forbid. 
You might as well this day inconftant name, 
Becaufe the weather is not ftill the fame 
That it was yefterday— or blame the year, 
*Caufe the fpring flowers, and autumn fruit, does bear. 
The world 's .a fcene of changes } and to be 
Conftant, in Nature were inconftancy i 
For *twere to break the laws herfelf has made i 
Our fubftances themfelves do fleet and fade $ 
The moft fix*d being ftiil does move and fly. 
Swift as the wings of time 'tis meafur'd by* 
T imagine then that Love (hould neverceafr 
(Love, which is but the ornament of thefe) 
Were quite as fenfelefs, as to wonder why 
Beauty and ^lour ftays not when we die, 

NOT 
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WOT FAIR; 

»r|^IS tery true, T thought youonce as fair 

-*• As women ia. th* idea are ; 
Whatever hetc ftcma beauteous, fecm'd t& ht 

But a faint 'xneta|>hor of thee t 
But then, m^thoughts^ there fomething (kin'*d lfnfhih> 

Whiih caft thi* Iriftw o'er thy (kin j 
Nor could I'chufe but count it the fun*s light. 

Which made this cloud appear (6 bright. 
Butyfinee 1 knew thy falfehodd and thy pride. 

And all thy thoufand faults befide, 
A very Moor, mcthinks, pllac'd near to thee. 

White as his teeth would Teem to be. 
So men (they fay) by hell^s delufions led. 

Have ta*en a fiiccubus to their bed ; 
Believe it fair, and themfelves happy catl^ 

Till the cleft fdot difcovers all i 
Then they ftart from *t, half ghoHs themftlves with fear; 

And devil, as ^tls, it does appear. 
So, fmce agalDflf my will I found thee foul, 

DeformM and erookcrd in thy foUl, 
My reafon ftrait did to my fenfts /hew, 

That they might be miibken too i 
Nay, when the world but knows how fdfe you are,. 

There 's not a man will think you fair j 
Thy ihapc will monilrons in their fendes be. 

They '11 call their eyes as falfe as thte. 
Be what thou w/lt, hati; will prefent thee fo 
As Puritans do ihe^Foj^c, and PafJfta Btlther do. 

PL A^ 
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FLATONICK LOVE. 

IN i> EE D I muft confcft, 
When fouls mix *ti$ an happinefs }• 
But not comoleat till bodies too combine. 
And clofely as our minds togethei' join x 
Bvt half of heaven the fouls in glory talle^ 
Till by love in heaven, at lad. 
Their bodies too ai*e plac'd« 

In thy immortal part 
Man»*as well as T, thou art ; 
< But foinething *tis that differs thee and me ;. 
'And we ttitfft one rotn in that diiftrence be. 
I thee, both as a man and s^^o^an, prite ^ 
For a pcrfe6l love implies- 
'Lovein ail capacttie&« 

Can that for true lote pfHi^, 
When d hir woman courts her <giiils f 
Something uMl^e muft in lovc*s ItknMfs be r 
His wonder: IB, lOney and rariety i 
For he» whoft ibnl nought bat m. foul tan movte^ 
Does a new-NarcHftts prdTe> 
And his own image love- 
That fouls do beauty Jaww, 
*Tis to (ihe bodies* faeip ihdy owe ; 
ff, when they know % tbeyftrnt abufe thattroil,. 
And (hut the body from % *ti« as^unjuft 
As if I brought my deareft friend to £se. 
My miftrefs, and at th* inftant he 

Should fteal her quite from me. 

THE 
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THE CHANGE. 

LO VE Sn her Tunny eyes does baflcing play ^ 
Love walks the pleafant mazes of her hair^ 
Love does on both her lips for ever ftray, 
And fows ind reaps a ihoufand kiiTes there: 
In all her outward parts Love *s always teen } 
But oh t he never went within. 

Within, Love*s foes, his greateft foes, ablde^ 

Malice, Inconflancy, and Pride t 
So, the earth's face trees., herbsi, and flowcrf# do diei^ 

With other beauties mJOiberlefs ; 
But at the centre darknefs is, and hdl ; 
There wicked fpirits, and there the damned, dwell. 

With me, alas t quite contrary it fares } 
Darknefs and death lie in my weeping eyes, 
Defpaircind polenefs in my /ace appears. 
And grief, and fear> Love*s greateft enemies $ 
But, 4ike the Perfian tyrant. Love within 
Keeps his proud court, and ne'er is feen. 

Oh t take my heart, and by that means you *n prove 

Within too ftor'd enough of love » 
Give me but your's, I *li by that change £o thrive,* 

«That love in all my parts (kill live. 
So powerful is this change, it render ein 
My outfide Woman> and your in6de Man. 

CLAD 
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CLAD ALL IN WHITF. 

« 

FAIREST thing that ihines below. 
Why in this robe doft thott appear F 
Would'ft thou a white moft perfe^ fliow> 
Thou muft at all no garment wear : 
Thou wik ieera mueh whiter h, 
Than winter when 'tis clad with iiiow- 

•Tis heft the linen flicws Co fair 5 

Her (kin (hines through, and makes it bright : 

So clouds thcmfelves like funs appear, 

When the fun pierces them with light : 

So, lilits in a glafs inclofe. 

The glafs will feem as white as thofe. 

Thou now one heap of beauty art } 
Nought outwards, or within, is foul t 
Condenfed beams make every part j 
Thy body^s cloathed like thy foul j. 
Thy foul, which does itftlf dffplay,. 
Like a (bur placM V th? milky-way. 

Such robes the faints depai'ted wear,. 
Woven all with light divine i 
Such their exalted bodies are. 
And with fuch full glory (hine i 
But they regard not mortals' pain }. 
Men pray,. I fcar^ to. both in vain*. 
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Yet, (eeiog thee Co gently pure, 

My hg$c9 wUL«efl4i coftipac fti|l | . 

Thou wottld'ft not take this garment, iiif«t 

When thou hadft a« mtet>t to kill ! 

Of peace and ylcjicUfig who would 4oubt» 

When the white Jag he iee» hiiiig o«»t ? 

LEAVING ME, AND THRN LOVXNQ I4AKY« 

SO men, who once have caikthe troth away« 
Forfook by God, do ibange wild luftt c^bey | 
So the vain Gentiles, when they left t* adore 
One Deity, could not flop at thoufandf more t 
Their zeal was icnfelcfs ftralt, and boundlefs, grown^ 
They worlbip*d many a beail and many a done. 
Ah, fair apoftate ! couldft thou think to £ee 
From Truth and Goodneft, yet keep unity f 
1 reign*d alone $ and my bleft ieJf €0«ld/eaUr 
The univerfal moaaich of her all. 
Mine, mine, her fair fi«i-Indiet were above, 
Where thoie funs rife that cheortlie world of luowi 
Where beautiee fliiqe like gemo of ficheft' price | 
Where coral grows, and eriery breath it- ^e t 
Mine too her rich Weft-Indiet were bdow. 
Where mines of gold and endlefs treafures gnow. 
But, as when the Pellaean con^eror dy'df 
Many fmall princes did his crown divide $ 
■So, fince my love his vanquilhM world forfook. 
Murdered by poiibns fVom her fallehood took. 
An hundred petty kings claun each their part^ 
.fi»i read that glorious empire of her heact. 

MV 
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MY HEART DISCOVERED. 

HER body is fo gently bright. 
Clear and tranfparcnt to the fight 
(Clear as fair ci^ftal to the view, 
Yet foft as that, ere ftone it grew) 
That through her fleib, methinks, is (ben 
The brighter foul that dwelU within : 
Our eyes the fubtile covering pafs. 
And fee that lily through its glafs. 
I through her breaft her heart cfpy, 
As fouls in hearts do fouls defcry i 
1 fee *t with gentle motions beat $ 
I fee light in *t, but find no heat. 
Within, like angels in the fky, 
A thoufand gilded thoughts do fly ^ 
Thoughts of bright and nobleft kind. 
Fair and chafb as mother-mind* 
But ok 1 what other heart it tfaerci 
Which iighs and crouds to ker^s fo near ? 
"Tis all on flame, and does, Kke fire. 
To that, as to its heaven, afptre 1 
The wounds are many in ''t and deep | 
Still does it bleed, and ftiU does weep t 
Whofe-ever wretched heart it be^ 
I cannot choofe but grieve to (ee : 
What pity in my breaft does reign ! 
Methinks I feel too ftU ttt paiiu 
1 
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So toniy and fo defacM, it liet , 

That it could ne*er be known by tfa^ eyes.} 

But oh ! at laft I heard it groan. 

And knew by th* voice that 'twas mine own. 

80 poor Alcionci when (he faw 

A ihipwreck'd body towards her draw,. 

Beat by the waves, let £ali a tear, 

Which only then did pity wear : 

But, when the corpfe on ihore were cafl. 

Which Hie her hufband found at laft^ 

What fliould the wretched widow do ? 

Grief changed her ftrait $ away ihe flew, 

Tum'd to a bird 1 and fo at laft ihall I 

Both from my murder'd heart and murderer fiy» 

ANSWER TO THE PLATONICKS. 

SO angels love ; To let them love for me $ 
When I 'm all foul, Ouch ihall my love too be : 
Who nothing here but like a fpirit would do. 
In a fliort time, believe 't, will be one too. 
But, ihall our love do what in bea£bs we fee I 
£v*n beafts eat too, but not Co well as we s 
And you as ]uftiy might in thirit refufe 
The ufe of wine, becaufe beaiis water ufe : 
They tafle thofe pleafures as they do their food j 
Undrefs*d they take *t, devour it raw and crude, t 
But to us men, Love cooks it at his fire, 
^d add% th^ poignant fauce df iharp deiire. 

JteaSsft 



ANSWER TO THE PLATONICK§. 141 
Beafts do the fame : 'tis true ; but ancient Fame 
Says, Gods chemfelves turnM beafts to do the lainc. , 
The Thunderer, who, without the female bed, •, 
Could Goddeflfes bring-forth from out his head> » . 
Chofe rather mortals this way to create ; 
So much he* efteem'd his pleafure 'bove his ftate. 
Ye talk of fires which fhine, but never bum ^ 
In this cold world they '11 hardly fervc our turn ; , 
As ufelefs to defpairing lovers grown. 
As lambent flames to men i' th' frigid zone. 
The fun does his pure fires on earth beftow 
With nuptial wannth, to bring-forth things below 5 . 
Such is Love's nobleft and divined heat. 
That warms like his, and does, like his, beget* 
Lull you call this j a name to your's more juiV, 
If an inordinate defu-e be luft : 
Pygmalion, loving what none can enjoy, 
More luftful was, than the hot youth of Troy. 

THE VAIN LOVE. 

Loving one firft becaufe fhe could love Nobody^ 
afterwards. loving her with Dcfirc. 

WH AT new-foupd witchcraft w;is in thec> 
With thine own cold to kiivUc mc ? 
Strange art I like him that fliouUl dcvifc 
To make a burning-glafs of ice : 
When winter fo, the plants would harm. 
Her fnow itfelf does keep them v/arui. 
Vol. I. R . , Fool 
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Fool that T wMt who, hiring foond 
A rich and funny diamond^ 
A4mlr*d the hardncft of the ftone. 
But not the light with which it (hone « 
Yowr hrarc and haughty fcom of all 
Wai (lately and monarchical. 
All gcntUncfi, with that eft^emM, 
A dull and (lavilh virtue kem'd i 
fihould'ft thou have yielded then to me. 
Thou Mft loft what I moft lov'd in thee j 
For who would fcrve one» whom he free 
That he can conquer if he pleafe t 
It far'd with me, at if a flare 
In triumph led, that doei perceive 
With what a gay roaje(kic pride 
Hit conqueror through the ftreets doci rid^, 
Should he contented with hi» woe, 
Which makci up fuch a comely (how, 
I fought not from thee a return, 
But without hopet or feari did burn j 
My covetouf pa(rion did approre 
The hoarding-vp,. not uft, of love* 
My love a kind of dream wae grown, 
A foeli(h, but a pleafant one i 
From which 1 'm waken'd nowj but, oh ( 
Prifoneri to die are wakened fo j 
For now th' effeai of loving are 
Nothing but longingi, with defpair i 
Defpiirp whofe tormenti no men, fum, 
But loveri and the damn'd, •ndure, 
3 
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' Her fcorn I doated once up^tii 
111 objea for zfft^ion i 
But fince, alas ! too mucH^tis^prov^dy 
That yet ^twas fomething that J lovM ) 
Now my deHres are worfe, and fly 
At an impoflibility : 
Defiresy which, whllft fo high they foar. 
Are proud as that I iovM before. 
What lever can like me coniplain. 
Who firft lov'd vainly, next in valrt ! 

THE SOUL. 

IF mine eyes do e^-er declare 
They 've fcen a fecoftd thing that ^s fair 5 
Or ears, that they have muficic found, 
Befides thy voice, in any found j 
If my tafte do ever meet. 
After thy kifs, with aught that ^s fweet; 
If my abuied touch allow 
Aught to be fmooth, or (oft, but you ; 
If what fisafonable fprings. 
Or the Eaftern fummer, brings. 
Do my fmell'perfuade at all 
Aught perfume, but thy breath, to call; 
If all my fenfes* obje^lsbe 
Not contracted into thee, 
And fo through thee more'pi)'^^<^ul pafs^ 
As beams do through a buviting-glafs ; 
If all things that In^iMiture are 
Either r«ft> or fweet, or fair, 

R a B» 
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Be not in thee fo* epitomisM, 

That nought material *8 not comprisM i, 

May I as worthlefs fetm to thee 

As ally but thou, appears to me 1 

If I ever anger know, 

Till fbme wrong be done to you ;- 

If Gods or Kings my envy move. 

Without their crowns crownM by thy love j. 

If ever I an hope admit,. 

Without thy image ftamp'd on it ; 

Or any fear, till I begki 

To find that you 're concem'd therein 5, 

If a joy e'er come to me,. 

That taftes of any thing but thee $ 

If any forrow touch my mind, 

Whilft you are well, and not unkind ;, 

If I a minute's. fpace debate. 

Whether I fhall curfe and hate 

The-things beneath.thy hatred fall. 

Though all the world, myfelf and all ^ 

And for love^if ever I 

Approach to it again fo nigh. 

As to allow a toleration 

To the leaft glimmering inclination :. 

If thou alone doft not control 

All thofe tyrants of my foul. 

And to thy beauties ty'ft them fo. 

That conftant they as habits grow 4^ 

If any palfion of my heart. 

By any force, or any art, 

Be 
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Be brought to move one ftep from thee, 
May'ft thoM' nb pilfibn have fof me r 

If my bufy' Imagination, 
Do not thee in all things falhion ^ 
So that all fair fpecies be 
Hieroglyphic mattics of thee ; 
If when (he her fports does keep 
(The lower foul being all aflecp) 
She play one dream, with all her art, 
Where thou haft not the longei^ par^ ; 
If aught get place in my re.membr?ince. 
Without fone badge of thy refei^blance^— 
So that thy pai ts become to me '^ * 
A kind of art of memory $-|- 

If ray Underttanding do 

Seek any knowledge but of you y 

If ihe do near thy body prize 

Her bodies of philofophies ; 

If flie to the Will do (hew 

Aught defirable but you ; 

Or, if that would not rebel, 

Should (he another doctrine tell ; 

If my Will do not reHgii 

All her liberty to thine 5 

If (he would not follow thee. 

Though Fate and thou ihoukl*lt>difagr^e ^ 

And if (for I a curfe will give. 

Such as ihall force thee to believe): 

My foul be not entirely thine i 

May thy dear body ne'er be roioe ! 

R 3. T f I E 
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THE PASSIONS* 

FROM Hate» Fetr, Hope, Anger, aad Entf, (n^ 
And all the ptfl^on* el/e tlut be. 
In vam I boaft of liberty, 
In vain this ftate a freedom eall i 
Since I have Love, and Love ii all % 
Sot that I am, who Ibink it lit to brag 
That I have no difisafe beiidee the plague I 

So in a seal the ibne of irracl 

Sometimee upon their idols fell. 
And they depot 'd the powers of hell | 
laal and Aftarte down they threw, 
And Acharon and Moloieb too % 
All this imperfcit piety did no good, 
Whilft yet, alas I the calf of Bethel ftood. 

Fondly I boaft, that I have dreil my vine 

With painful art, and ih»t tlie wine 
Is of a tafte rich and divine i 
Since Love, by mixing poiibn there, 
Has made it worie than vinegar* 
Love ev*n the tafte of Ne^r changes ib. 
That Gods chuft rather water here below. 

Fear, Anger, Hope, all pafltone elfe that be, , 
Drive this one tyrant out of roe, 
And praflife all your tyranny I 
The chanp of ills fome good will do i 
Th* opprelftd wretched Indians ib, 
Being flaves by the great SpaniAi monarch made. 
Call in the States of Holland to their aid. 

WISDOK* 
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"T^I S mighty wife that you would now be thought, 
A With your gr^ve rules from mufty morjtls brought } 
Through which foroe ftreaks too of divinity ran* 
Partly of Monk and partly Puritan $ 
With tedious repetitions too you 'ave ta^cn 
Often the name of vanity in vain. 
Things, which, I take it, friend, you 'd ne*er recite. 
Should ihe I love but fay t' you, " Come at night/* 
The wifeft king rcfusM all pleafures quite, 
TillWifdom from afeove did himenlight'} 
But, when that gift his ignorance did remove, 
Pleafures he chofe, and placM them all in 'love. . 
And, if by* event the counfek may btf ftcn,' ' 
This Wifdom 'twas that brought the fouthem queen j . 
She came not, like a good old wife, to know 
The wholefome. nature of all plants that grow $ 
Nor did fo far from her own country roam> 
To cure fcald-heads and broken-fhins at home t 
She came for that, which more befits all wives, , 
The. art of giving, not of faving, lives. . 
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THE DESPAIR. 

BENEATH this gloomy (hade, 
By Nature only for my ibrrows made» 
I 'U fpcnd this voice in cries } 
In tears I 'II wade thefe eyesy 
By Love To vainly fed i 
So Luft, of old, the Deluge puni/hed. 

«* Ah, wretched youth I" faid I j 
" Ah, wretched youth !" twice did I fadly cry j * 
** Ah, wretched youth !'* the fields and floods reply. 

When thoughts of Love I entertain* 
I meet no words but " Nevcr»" and " In vain." 

<< Never," alas I that dreadful name 

Which fuels the internal flame i 

" Never" my time to come muft wafte ) 
*^ In vain" torments the prefent and the paft. 

<< In vain, in vain," faid I| 
«* In vain, in vain!" twice did I fadly cry j 
*' In vain, in vain !" the fields and floods reply. 

No more fliall fieldi or floods do fo j 
For I to fliades more dark and filent go t 

AH this world's noife appears to me 

A dull, ilUafled comedy : 

No comfort to my wounded figbty 
In the fun's bufy and impertinent light. 

Then down I laid my head, 
Down on cold earth $ and for a while was deady 
And my freed foul to »itntn£;e fomewhere fled. 

"Ah, 
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«< Ah, rottifh Soul V raid I, 
When back to' its cage again I faw it fly ; 

" Fool, to rcfume her broken chain, 

*' And row her galley here again I 

** Fool, to that body to return 
" Where it condemned and dcftin'd is to burn ! 

«* Once dead, how can it be, 
** Death ihould a thing Co pleafant feem to thee, 
" That thou fhould'ft come to live it 6*er again in me?'* 



THE WISH. 

WELL thep s I now do plainly fee 
This bufy world and I (hall ne'er agree j 
The very honey of all earthly joy 

Docs of all meats the fooneft cloy $ 
And they, methinks, deferve my pity» 
Who for it can endure the ftings, 
The crowd, and buz, and murmurings. 
Of this great hive, the city. 

Ahi yet, «re I defcend to th* grave, 
May I a fmall houfe and large garden have I 
And a few friends, and many books, both true. 

Both wife, and both delightful too ! 

And, fince love ne*er will from me flee, 
A miftrefs moderately fair, 
And gopd as guardian-angels are, 

Only beIov*d, and loving me t 

Oh, 
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Ohp fountains I when in yov AaU I 
Myfelf, CM*4 of ««peaMfiil tfaoiightSk efpy f 
Oh fielcU i oh woods I when, when (hall I be maiie\- 

Tbe imppy tenant of your fkMt f 

Here *s the fpring-head of plflaiure*s'£ood ^ . 
Wheie nil the rkhes lici that ihd* 

Has coin'd and ftamp'd for good*.. 

Fnde and nmbitlon here, .. 
Only in far*fetch'd metaphor* appear^ 
Here nought but winds oin hurtful munnurs Scatter, 

And nougbtib«t«ehallatter» . 

The Gods; when they defcended, hither 
Fl'om heaven did dlwftys chufe thetr way } , 
And therdbre we nsay boldly fay. 

That 'tis the. way. too thither*. 

Howhaf^yy here ihould J, . 
And one dear She, live, and embracing di^ I : 
She,^ who is jill the worlds and can #Kclado ~ 

In defarts folitude. 

I flioukl have then this only fear— - 
Left men, when diey my pleafures fee, . 
Should hither throng to live like me, ^ 

And fo make a city here. . 
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NCVW, by mj Love, thegreatcft oath thztU, 
None loves you half fo wtll as It 
I do not alk .your love for this ; 
Biit for Heaven's fake believe me, or I die*-- 

Na icrvant e''er but^id deferve 
His mafter fliouldbdieve that lie does ienre i 
And I % a(k no mort wages, though I Aanre» 

'Tis BO luxurious diet this, and fure - 
I ihall.not by 't too lufty prove j > 
Yet fhall it willingly endure, 

I£*t can but keep together life, and love, . 
Being your prifoner and your (lave, 
I do not feafts and banquets look to have } , 

A little bread and water 's all I crave. .. 

Dn a £^ *•£ pit/ 1 a year^canr live ; ' 

One tear Will keep me twenty, at leaft f 
Fifty, a gentle Jook will give j 

An hundml years -on one kind word I *li feaft t : 
A thouiand more will added be, 

If you an inclination have for me } . 

And all beyond is vaft eternity ! 
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THE THIEF. 

THOU robb'ft my days of bufinefe and delights. 
Of fleep thou robb'ft my nights ; 
Ah, lovely thief ! what wilt thou do ? 
What ? rob me of heaven too ? 
Thou ev*n my prayers doft Ileal from me| 
And I, with wild idolatry, 
Begin to God, and end them all to thee. 

Is it a fin to love, that it (hould thus, . 
Like an ill confcience torture us ? 
Whatever I do, where'er I go, 
(None guiltlefs e'er was haunted fo !) 
Still, ftill,~methinks, thy face I view. 
And ftill thy fhape does me purfue. 

As if* not you me, but I had murder'd you. 

From books I ftrive fome remedy to take. 
But thy name all the letters make j, 
Whatever 'tis writ, I find That there. 
Like points and comma's every wh^re s 
Me bleft for this let no man hold i 
For I, as Midas did of old, 

Periih by> turning every .thing to gold. 

What do I feek, alas ! or why do I 

Attempt in vain from thee to fly ? 

For making thee my deity, 

I gave thee then ubiquity. 

My pains refemble hell in this ; 

The divine prefence there too is, 
S«it tO'torment men, not to give them blifs. 

ALL. 
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i^T^IS well, 'tis well with them, fay I, 
•* Whofe ftiort-liv'd paffions with themfelvcs can 
die: 
For notte can be unhappy, who, 
'Midft all his ills, a time does know 
(Though ne*er To long) when he fhall pot be Co. 

Whatever parts of me remain, 
Thofe parts will ftill the love of thee retain i 

For *twas not only in my heart. 

But, like a God, by powerful art 
Twas all In all, and all in every part. 

My* aiFeAion no more periih can 
Than theifirft matter that compounds a man* 

Hereafter, if one dull of me 

Mtx*d with another'a fubftance be, 
Twill learen that whole lump with love of thee.. 

Let Nature, if (he pleafe, difperie 

My atoms over all the univerfe^ 
At the laft they eafily (hall 
Themfelves know, and together call f 

For thy love, like a mark, is ftamp'd on all,. 
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LOVE A N X I F E« 

NO W| furtp within this twelremonth paft» 
I *avc lovM at leaft fomc twenty years or most : ' 
Th* account ofsLovc rails much more faft 
Than that with which our life doc9 fcore ; 
'^o> though my life be fliorty yet I may prore 
'Th^iireat Methufiilem of Love. 

i 
Not thaf Lore's hours .or minutes are 
Shorter than thofe our beings * s mcafur*d by $ 
But they 're more dofe compa£Ud far* 
And (6 in leiler room do lie : 

• Thin airy things extend themfelves in fpac^t 

. Things (olid take up little place. 

YetLoffef alast and-Life, in me, 
Are not two fevcral things, bu^ purely one ) 
At once how can there in it be 
A double, different motion f 

* O yts, there may $ for fo the relf-fame Am 

At once does flow and fwiftly run & 

Swiftly hisdail^ journey he goes 
. But treads his jmnual with a ftatelier pace | 

And does three hundred rounds enclofe 

Within one yearly circlets fpace; 
Aiionce, with double courfe in the fame fphere^ 

He .runs the dayi and walks the year. 
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When Soul does to myfelf refer, 
'Tb then my life, ahd does but ilowly mow $ 

But when.it does rehte to her. 

It fwiftly flies, and then is Love. 
Late *s my diurnal courfe, divided right 

*Twixt hope and fear— my day andnig^* 

THE .« ARC A I N, 

TAKE hefed, take heed, thou lovely maid, 
Nor he by glitterisg ills betrayed ; 
Thyfclf for money! oh, let no man know 
The price of beauty falPn fo low I 
What dangers ought'ft thou not Co dread. 
When Love, that *s blind, is by blind Fortune led i 

The foolifli Indian, that fells 

Hit precious gold for beads and- bells. 
Does a more wife and gainful traifick hold. 

Than thou, who feirft thyfelf fior gold. 

What gains in fuch a bargain are ? 
He^U in thy minea-dig better treafiires Ut. 

' Can g<dd^ alas 1 with thee compare ? 

The fun, that makes it, *s not fo fair $ 
The fun, which #n nor make nor ever fee 

A thing (b beautifbl as thee. 

In all the journeys he does pafs, 
Thovgh the iba fcrvM him for a looking-gUft^ 

aoid 
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Bold was the wretch that cheapenM thee ; 
Since Magus, none To bold as he : 

Thou Vt fo divine a thing, that thee to buy- 
Is to be counted iimony ; 
Too dear he '11 find his fordid price 

Has forfeited that and the Benefice; 

If it be lawful thee to buy, 

There 's none can pay that rate but I; 
Nothing on earth a fitting price can be. 

But what on earth 's moft like to thee ^ 

And that my heart does only bear 5 
For there thyfelf, thy very felf is there. 

So much thyfelf does in me live. 

That, when it for thyfelf I give, 
*Tis .but to change that piece of gold for this, 

Whofe ftamp and value equal is ; 
And, that full weight too may be had, 
My foul and body, two grains more, 1 '11 add. 

THE LONG LIFE. 

LOVE from Time's wings hath ftol'n the feathers, fure 
He has, and put them to his own .j 
For hours of late as long as days endur«. 
And very minutes hours are grown. 

The various motions of the turning year 

Belong not now at all to me : 
£ach fummer's night does Lycy's now appear. 

Each winter's day St, Barnaby. 

How 
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Bow long a fpac^ fioce firft I iov'd it is ! 

To look into a glafs I fear $ 
And am AirprizM with wonder when I mifs , 

Grey-hairs and wrinkles there. 

Th* old Patriarchs* age, and not their happincfs too». 

Why does hard Fate to us reftore ? 
Why does Love's fire thus to mankind renew. 

What the Flood wafliM away before ? 

Sure thofe are hafipy people that coroplata 

O* th' fliortnefs of the days of man : 
Contrail minev Heaven ! and bring them back again* 

To th* ordinary fpan. 

If when your gift, long life, I difapprove, 

I too ingrateful feem to be ; 
Puni/h me juftly, Heaven 1 make her to ]ove». 

And then *twill be too ihort for me. 

COUNSEL. 

GENTLY, ah gently, madam, touch 
The wound which you yourfelf have made j, 
That pain muft needs be very much, 

Which makes me of your hand afraid. 
Cordials of pity give me now, 
For I too weak for purgings grow. 

Do but awhile with patience ftay. 

(For counfel yet will do no good) • 

"Till time, and reft, and Heaven, allay 

The violent burnings of my bloqd.^ 
ToL. L. a. Fofc 
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For what efkA frtrm tftk tarn %0Wf 
To eliide men Arwtkf {€fr bciit^ lb ? 

PerliafM f b« p\%jUtk *t good ^roa grre, 
Bot ne^er to me can nMvA pr^r e $ 

Mfdiciftes may ctife, tntt not rvfm } 
And 1 'm iMPt (^^ boc dead in lore* 

In Love'« hell^ n4»t ftU world, am I $ 

At once I lite, am dead, aitd dk. 

VfHat ncw-foond rhetorick is thine f 

£v*n thy djlbafioti9 toe fieriitade, 
A«d tfy^r ffieat power doe^ deareft ilisne, 

IVhen thy cotnmand» 4i« difobey^d* 
In vain thoti bld*ft me to forbear $ 
Obedience were rebellion here. 

Thy tongue comet in, m if it meant 
Againft thine eyet r alQft my heart ) 

But different far was his intent, 

For ftrait the traitor took their |>art t 

And by thi* new foe I 'm bereft 

Of all that little which wa* left. 

The a£|, I mull confefe, was wife. 

As a diihoneft a£l could be i 
Well knew the tongue, alas ! your eyes 

Would be too ftrong fpr that and me ^ 
And part d' th' triumph chofe to get, 
Kather than be a part of it. 



fE. 



RESOLVED TO BE BELOVED 

''TpIS true, I 'avc lov'd already three or four, 
X And fhall three or four hundred more j 
I '11 love each fair-one that I fee. 
Till I find one at laft that fliall love me. 

That (hall my Canaan be, tlie fatal ibil 

That ends my wanderings and my toil > 
I '11 fettle there, and happy grow j 

The country docs with milk and honey flow. 

The needle trembles fb, and turna about, 
Till it the northern point ^d out | 
But conftant then aiul fix'd does proyet 

FixM, that his deareii pole as i'ooix may mov^. 

Then may my velTel torn and (hipwreck'd be, 

If it put forth again to fea 1 

It never more abroad jhall roam. 
Though 't could next voyage bring the Indici home. 

But I muft fweat in love, and labour yet, 

Till X a competency get j 

They 're (lothful fools who leave a trade. 
Till they a moderate fortune by *t have made* 

Variety I afk not j give me one 

To live perpetually upon } 

The perfon Love does to us fit, 
Like mannai haf the tafle of all in it, 

J a THE 
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THE SAME. 

FO R H^aren** fakei what d* yoit mean to do ? ' 
Keep me, or let me go^ one of the two ) 
Yotith and warm hours let me not idly lo(ey 

The little time that Love doet chu/es 

If alwayt here I muft not ftay^ 

Let me be gone whilft yet *ti» day | 
Left I, faint and benighted^ lofe my way* 

*Tif difmal, one To long to lore 
In vain $ till to love more as vain muft prove |^ 
To hunt £o long on nimble prey, till we 

Too weary to take others be i 

Ala* I 'tis folly to remaiUi 

And wafte our army- thus in vatn^ 
Before a city which will ne'er be ta*en. . 

At fevcral hopes wifely to fly. 
Ought not to be efteem'd inconftancy f .. 
*Tis more inconftant always to purfue 

A thing that always flies from you } 

For that at laft may meet a bound. 

But no end can to this be found, 
*Tis nought but a perpetual fruitlefs round* . 

When it does hardnefs meet, and pride, , 
My love does then rebound t* another fide } . 
But, if it aught that *s foft and yielding hit, . 

It lodges there, and ftays in it. 

Whatever *tis (hall fifft love me. 

That it my hearen may truly be | , 
1 ftiall be fure to give 't etetnity. 

T HE 
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THE D I 8C O VER Y. 

Tn Y Heaven, I '11 tell her boldly that 'tis (he i 
J^ Why flimild'ihe ttthAm^d'or angry boi 

To be belovM by me } 

The Godt may gWe^ their altars o'er-i 
They Ml fraoak bat feldom any more, 
• If none but happy men mnft them adore. 

The lightning, which tall oaks oppofe in vain. 

To (Irike fometimcs does not difdain 

The humble furzes of the plain. 

She being fo high, and I fo low. 

Her power by this does glcater /how, 

Who at fuch diltance gives fo fure a blow. 

ComparM with her, all things fo worthlefs. provo. 
That nought on earth can towVds her move. 
Till, 't be exalted by her love. 
Equal to her, alas ! there 's nonei 
She like a Deity is grown $ 
That mu ft 'create, or elfe muft be alone. 

If there be roan who thinks himftflf A> high, 
As to pi*etend equality, 
He dcferves her lefs than 1 5 
For he would cheat for his relief; 
And one would give, with Icflcr grief, 
Tan undcfcrving bcggar'than a thief. 

' S 5 AGAINST^ 
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AGAINST FRUITION. 

NO ; thott *it a fool, I Ul fwear, if e'er thou grantf. 
Much of my veneraticm thou muft want. 
When once thy knuinefs puts lAy ignorance out j 
^ For a learnM age ift always leaft deirout. 
Keep ftill thy diftance ; for at once to me 
Goddefs and woman too thou canft not be : 
Thou 'rt ^ueen of all that fees thee, and as fuch 
Muft neither tyrannize nor yield too much ; 
Such freedoms give is may admit command. 
But keep the forts and magazines in hand. 
Thou 'rt yet a whole world to me, and doft fill . 
My large ambition ; but 'tis dangerous ftill. 
Left i like die Pellaean prince fhouid be. 
And weep for other worlds^ having conqtier'd tlMf i 
When Love has taken all thou haft away. 
His ftrength by too hiuch riches will decay. 
Thou in my fancy doft much higher ftand^ 
Than women can be plac'd by Nature's hand j 
And I muft needs, I 'm fure, a lofer be. 
To change thde, as thou 'rt thcje, for very thee. 
Thy fweetnefs is fo much within me plac'd. 
That, ftiould^ft thou ne£^ar give, 'twould fpoil the tafte. 
Beauty at firft moves wonder and delight j 
•Tis Nature's juggling trick to cheat the fight. 
We' admire it whilft unknown } but after, more 
Admire ourfelves for liking it before, 

L0Tt> 



A(SAINST PROITIOK. »63 
Loft, like a greedy hawk, if we give w*y, 
Boet over-gorge himftlf with his own prey | 
Of very hopes a Airfetf he Ml fuftaln, 
Unleft by fears he eaft them up again i 
His /pirit and fweetnefs dangers keep alone ) 
If once he lofe his fting, he grows a drone. 

LOVE UNDISCOVERED. 

SOME others may with fafety tell 
The moderate flames which in them dweli ; , 
And either find fome medicine there. 
Or cure themfclvcs ev'n by dcfpair j 
My love 's fo great, that it might prove 
Dangerous to tell her that I love. 
So tender is my wound, it muft not bear 
Any fal«te, though of the kindeft air. 

I would not have her know the pain, 

The torments, for her I fuftain ; 

Left too much goodnefs make her throw / 

Her love upon a fate too low. 

Forbid it, Heaven ! my life fhould be 

WeighM with lier leaft convcniency * 
No, let me pertih rather with my grici', 
Than, to her difadvantagc, fmd relief ! 

Yet when I die, my laft breath ftiall 

Grow bold, and plainly tell her ail i 

Like covetous men, who ne'er dcfcry 
. Thftir .dear hid-tieafures till* they die, 

S 4 Ah>, 
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Ah, faireft maid I how will it cheer 
My ghoft» to get from thee a tear I 
But take heed j for if me thou pitieft then. 
Twenty to one but I ihall live again. 



THE GIVEN HEART, 

I Wonder what thofe lovers mean, who fay 
They *avc given their hearts away t 
Some good kind lover, tell me how| 
For mine is but a torment to me now. 

If fo it be one place both hearts contain^ 

For what do they complain ? 

What conrtefy can Love do more, 
Than to join hearts that parted were before f 

Woe to her ftubbom heart, if once mine come 

Into the fi^lf-fame room $ 

'Twill tear and blow up all within. 
Like a granado (hot into* a magazine. 

Then (hall Love keep the aftics and torn partf 
Of both our broken -hearts j 
Shall out of both one new one make. 

From her's th' allay, from mine the meul, take. 

For of her heart he from theilame^ will find 

But little left behind s 

Mine only will remain entire s 
Kodsofs was there, to peri A in the fire, 

TEX 
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THE PROPHET. 
,-^ 
fX^ACH me to love ! go teach thyfelf more vnt^ 
JL I chief profeflor am of it. 

Teach craft to Scots, and thrift to Jewt» 
Teach boldnefs to the ftews $ 
In tyrants* xourts teach fupple flattery} 
Teach Jefitits, that have travcl'd far, to'Iye { 
Teach fire to burn, and winds to bloiiv. 
Teach reftlefs fountains how to flow. 
Teach the dull earth fixt to abide. 
Teach woman-kind inconftancy and pride : 
See if your diligence here will ufeful prove $ 
But, pr*ythee, teach not me to love. 

The God of Love, if fuch a thing there be. 
May learn to love from me } 
He who does boaft that he has been 
In every heart fince Adam*s fin ; 
I '11 lay my life, nay miftrefs, on *t, that *s more, 
I *I1 teach him things he never knew before $ 
I Ml teach him a receipt, to make 
Words that weep, and tears that fpeak $ 
I *11 teach rhim fighs, like thofe in death. 
At which the fouls go out too with the breath t 
Still the foul iUys, yet ftill does from me run. 
As light and heat does with the fun. 

Tis I who Love's Columbus am ; ^tis I 
Who muft new worlds in it defcryj 

Rich 
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Rich worlds, that yield of treafure mora 
Than alFthat hbs htcn lifdwn bcfoi-e; 
And yet like hit, I fear, my fate rouft be. 
To finA them out fot* othei's, not for me* 
Me times to come, I know it, fhall 
Love's laft and g^eateft prophet call i 
But, ah t what *s thtft, if (he refufe. 
To hear the wholefome doArines of my Mufe | 
i£ to my (hare the prophet's fate mu(t comfi— 
Hereafter fame^ here martyrdom f 



THE RESOLUTION. 

TH E devil take thofc fooli/h men 
Who gave you firft fuch powers j 
We ftood dn even grounds till then ; 
If any odds, creation made it ours. 

For ihame, let thefe weak chains be broke 5 
Let *s our (light bonds, like Samfun, teai' i 
And nobly caft away that yoke, 

Which we nor our forefathers e'er could bear. 

French laws forbid the female reign | 
Yet Love does them to (lavery draw 1 
Alas t if we Ml our rights maintain, 

'Tis all mankind muA make a SaKque \%w^ 



\ 
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G ALL E D I N C ON S T A N T. 

HA ! ha ! you think you >t klW'd my fsune. 
By thit not undarfloody y^ eoMmon, tiaimO : 
Amame that 's full and proper, when ^ffign'd 
To woman-kind i 
Buty when you call us Cof 
It can at beft but for a metaphor go* 

Can you the ihore inconftant call^ 
Which ftill» as waves pafs by, embraces ail ^ . 
That had as lief the fame waves always love, 

Did they not from him move 7 

Or can you fault with pilots dikd^ 
For changing courie, yet never blame the wind ? 

Since, drunk with vanttyy you felly 
The things turn round to you that ftedfaH dwell | 
And you yourfelfi who from ut take yoUf flighti 

Wonder to find ua out of fight. 

So the fame crsor feize» you> 
As men in motion think the trees-move too. 



THE WELCOME. 

GO, let the fatted calf be killM ; 
My prodigal 7» come home at lafti 
With noble refolutions filPd, 
Aild fiird with^orrow^forthe paft t 
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No more will burn with love or wine | 
But qyitt hu left hii women and hit fwiiif. 

Welcome, th t welcomcy my poor heart t 
Welcome 1 I little thought, I *J1 fwear 

4*Tia Aow fo long fince we did part) 
Ever again to fee thee here i 
Dear wanderer 1 fmce from me you fled, 

How often have I heard that thtu wert dead ( 

.Haft thou not found euh woman*a breaft 
(The landi wh^re thou haft travelled) 

ICither by Cvm/gt$ poflefl^ 
Or wild and uninhabited } 
What joy could*ft take, or what repoith^ 
Tn countries fo uneiviliiM ai thofe ? 

Xuft, the fcorcHing dog-ftar, here 

Raget with immoderate heat | 
Whilft pride, the rugged Northern bear. 

In others makee the cold too great i 

And, where thefe are temperate known. 
The foil *i all barren fand or rocky ftone, 

.^ .' 
When once or twice you chanced to view 

A rich, well -governed heart, 
Xike Cbim» it admitted ypu 

But to the frontier-part. 

From Paradife fliut for evermore, 
What good i» *t.tbat an angel kfpt the door? 



Well 



THE welcome; ftCy 

Wdl fare the pride, and the difdain. 

And vanities, with beauty join*d ; 
Xne^er had fcen this heart again, 

If any fair-one had been kind i 

My dove, but once let loofe, I doubt 
Would tie^er return, had not the flood been outt 

THE HEART FLBD^ AGAIN. 

FALSE, foolifh heart t didft thou not fay. 
That thou would^ft never leave me more ?* 
Behold ! again *tis fled awayi 
Fled as far from me at before* 
I drove to bring it back again j. 
I cry*d and holIowM after it in vain.. 

£v*n fo the i^^ntle Tyi'iandame, 

When neither grief nor love psevall,. 
Saw the dear obje£k of. her flame, 

Th* ingratefui Trojan,. hoift his fail i 

Aloud (he caird to him to flay i 
The wiqd bore him .and her loft words away.. 

The doleful Ariadne fo, 

On the wide ihore forfaken flood : . 
«< Falfe Thcfcus, whither doft thou go ?" 

Afar falfe Thefeus'cut the flood. 

But Bacchus came to her relief ^ 
Bacchus himfelf 's too weak to.eale ipy grief. 

- Ahr 
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Ah I fenfelefs heart* to take up rei^ 
But travel thu9 etcrnaUy ! 

Thus to be froi^n in every breaft 1 
And to be fcorch'd in every «ye t 
Wandering iibfiut like wretched Gwt 

Thni^*oiit» Ul-iu«*d» by tli» bpt by none Hain t 

Well, fince thou wilt not here remain, 

J *U f'en tf live withott.t thee tryj 
My head fhall take the greater pain. 

And all tihy duties ihall Supply : 

1 can wore eaTily live, I know, 
•Without thee, than without a mkbeis thpUt 



WOMEN'S SUPER^TITIQK. 

OR I *m a very dunce, or^yoman-kind 
Is a moft' unintelligible thing i 
: I can no fenfe nor no contexture find, 
Nor their loofe parts to method bring i 
I know not what the (earn'd may fte. 
But they *re ftrange Hebrew tilings to me. 

By cuftoms and traditions they live, 
•And fooliih ceremonies of antique date ; 
We lovers, new and better doctrines give, 
Yet they continue obftinate t 
Preach we. Love's prophets, what we will, 
Like.Jews, they keep their old taw ftili. 



Before 



WOM-EN^S- StrPER«TITfON. ^71 
Before their ipothers* Gods they fondly fal]» 
Vain idol-gods, that )»ave i»o fenfe Qor xoiiu} < 
Honour > ^f A(htsLro(h, and pride th^ir Baa}^ 

The thundering Baal of woman-kind i 

With ^«sty o^er devils roope^ 

Which they, s^s we do them, adone. 

But then, like men both covetous and devout* 
Their cofUy fuperi^tioa lotk t* onMt— 
And yet more loth to iffue monies out, 

J^ ibeif own charge to furniih itr- 

To thefe c^cpc^iive JPeit^s 

The ^earts <x( men they facrifice. 

THE SOUL. 

SO M f^ dull philofopher^when .he hears ine /aj 
My foul is from me fled away. 
Nor hasof iate informM my body hcve. 
But in another^s breaft does lie. 
That neither i; nor will be, I, 
As a form feiTtent and affiftlng there— i 

Will ciy, « Abfurd I" and aik me how I liv« i 

And fyllogifms againft it give. 
A curfe on all your vain philofophies, 

Which on weak Nature* s law depend^ 

And know not how to comprehend 
Love and Reli|;ion» thofe great myftmes ! 

Her 
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Her body is my fotil { Inugh not at thit» 
For by my life I fwcar it it. 

*Tis that prtferves my being and my breath | 
From that proceeds all that I do, 
Nay all my thoughts and fpeeches too | 

And reparation from it is my deatht 

ECHO. 

TI R * D with the rough denials of my prayeiv 
From that hard ihc whom I obey | 
I come, and find a nymph much gentler hert^ 
That gives confent to all I fay. 
Ah, gentle nymph I who lik.'fi Co well 
In hollow, folitary caves to dwell } 
Her heart being fuch, into it go, 
And do but once from thence anfwer me fo t 

Complaifant nymph ! who doft thus kindly ihare 

In griefs whoie caufe thou doft not know | 
Hadft thou but eyes, as well as tongue and eao. 

How much compaifion wouldft thou (how 1 

Thy flame, whilft living, or a flower, 
Was of lefs beauty, and lefs ravi/hing power.. 

Alas t I might as eaflly 
Paint thee to her, as defcribe her to thce« 

By repercuflion beams engender Are j 

Shapes by reflection fliapes beget ) 
The voice itfelf, when ftopt, does back retire^ 

And a new voice is made b)r it. 

Thtt^ 
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Thus things by oppoHtion 
Tke gainers grow ; my barren love alone 

Does from her ftony brea(^ rebound. 
Producing neither image, fire, nor found. 

THE RICH RIVAL. 

THE Y fay you 're angry, and rant mightily, 
Becaufc I love the fame as you' : 
A4as I you 're very rich, 'tis true ; , 
But, pr'ythee, fool 1 what's that to Love and me ? 

You 'ave^land and money,- let that ferve ; 
And know you *ave more by that than* you deferv*.- 

When next I fee my fair-one, (he (hall know 
How worthlefs thou art of her bed j 
And, wi-etch 1 I '11 ftrifce thee dumb and dcadi 

With noble verfe not undferltoodby you } 
Whilft thy fole rhetorick ihall be 

** Jointuse" and *< jewels,'' and << our friend! agree.'* 

Pox o* your friends, that doat and domineer j 
Lovers are better friends than they ^ 
Let 'i Ihofe in other things obey ; 

The Fates, aVid Stars, and God's, nnift govern here. ^ 
Vain names of blood ! in love let none 

Advife Vrith any blood, but with tlicir own. 

*Tis that which bids me this bright maid adore i 
No other thought has had accefs t 
' Did (he now beg, I 'd love no left. 
And, were flic an cmprefs, I flioul J Iovq no more ; 
Vol. I. T Wert 
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Were (he as juft and true to me, 
Ally fimple foul I what would become of thct ? 

AGAINST HOPE. 

HOPE ! whofe weak being riiin'd is, 
,AHkey if it fucceedi and if it mifs \ 
Whom good or ill docs equally confound^ 
And both the homt of Fate*s dilemma wound t 

Vain Dindow ! which doft vaniii quite. 

Both at full neon and perfd^ night I 
The ftars hive not a poifibility 

Of blclTing thee $ 
If things then from their end we happy call, 
*Ti« Hope is the moft hopelefs thing of all* 

Hope ! thou bold taller of delight, 
Who, whilft thou (hould'ft but tafte, derour'ft h quite ! 
Thou biing'ft tis an eftate, yet leav^ft us poer» 
By clogging it with legacies before I 

The joys which we entire ihould wed, 

Come deflowered virgins to our bed j 
Good fortunes without gain imported be, ' 

Such mighty cuftom *s paid to thee. 
For joy, like wine, kept clofe does better tafte | 
If it take air before, its fpirits wafte. 

Hope 1 Fortune*s cheating lottery 1 
Where for one prize an hundred blanks there be | 
Fond archer, Hope ! who tak*ft thy aim fo far. 
That ftill or ihort or wide thine arrow* are ! 

TKOf 
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Thin, trAptf cliott^; if^hfch'tV eye dtfccivfck 
With (hapes that tuaAr 6wn faaicy givts ! 
■A cloudf which gik and paitfted now appears, 

! ^t muft drop prelbntly Stt t^ars I 
When thy. ftilfe beams o>t fl«ttlbn'% Irght prttuili 
By Ignes Fatui for North-ftiri we fail. 

Bix>ther of F6ar, more gayly cladl 
The merrier fool o' th' twp, yet quite as mad i 
Sire of l^epentance ! child of fond Defire I 
That blow'fl the chemi'cs', and the lovers', fire^ 

Leadifig tliem ftiJd itilciiiibly' ftn 

By the ftrangc witbbcraft 6f « anon !" 
By thee the <one doei ohftoging NM«lre> ^o^gK 

Her endlefs labyrihtlMf fMirfiie | 
And th* other chaces Woman» wki^t ikt goes 
More ways and turns thattiihcmtfcd Nature knowc, 

FOR H P £. 

HOPE ! of all ills that men endure. 
The only cheap ^d Mniverfal care l 
Thou|:tptive'« fttaedom* and thbulfick man's health ! 
Thou loier'i vi£loiy , and thdii boggards wealth 1 
Thou.iB3tma, which from heavdn ^vt oat* 
To every talk a feveral tueatl 
Thou QfOrkg rciueat I thoufure-entaird eftate. 
Which not^bt has pbwer to alienate 1 
Thou pleafant, honeft -AatteFer ! for-aoaa 
flatter unhappy men, but thou alone t 

r% Hope \ 
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Hope ! thou firft-fruiU of happinefs \ 
Thou gentle dawning of a bright iViccefs ! 
Thou good preparative, without which our joy 
Poes work too ftrong, and, whilft it cures, deftroy ! 

Who out of Fortune's reach doft ftand , . 

And art a bleifing ftilljn hand I 
Whilft thee, her earneft-money, we retain. 

We certain are to gain. 
Whether (he 'her bargain break, or clfe fulfil ; 
Thou only good, not worfe for ending ill ! 
^ '.' 

Brother of Faith ! *twixt whom and thee 
The joys of heaven and earth divided be ! 
Though Faith be heir, and have tiie fist eftate. 
Thy portion yet in moveables is great» 
Happinefs itfelf 's all one 

In thee, or in poffeifion ! 
Only the future 's thine, the prefent his t 

Thine 's the more hard and noble blifs » 
Beft apprehender of our joys ! which haft 
So long a reach, and yet canft hold fo faft ! 

Hope ! thou fad lovers* only friend ! 
Thou Way, that may'ft difpute it with the Endrf 
For Love, I fear, 's a fruit that does delight 
The tafte itfelf iefs thaa the fmell and lights 

Fruition more deceitful is 

Than thou canft be, when thou doft mifs f 
Men leave thee by obtaining, and ftrait flee 

Some other way ag»n to thee j 

Ani 
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And that '» a pleafant country, without doubt. 
To which all foon return that travel out. 

LOVE'S INGRATITUDE. 

I Little thought, thou fond ingrateful Cm t 
When iirft I let thee in* 
And gave thee but a part 
In my unwiry heart, 
That thou would'ft c'et have grown 
So falfe or ftrong to make it all thine own. 

At mine own breaft with care I fed thee Hill^ 

Letting thee fuck thy fill ; 

And daintily I nouriihM thee 

With idle thoughts and poetry 1 

What ill returns doft thou allow 1— 
I fed thee then, and thou doft ftarve me now. 

There was a time when thou waft cold and chilly 

Nor hadft the power of doing 111 { 

Into my bofom did I take 

This flro7en-and benumbed fnake» 

Not fearing from it any harm ; 
But now it ftings that breaft which made it warm. 

What curfcd weed 's this Love ! but one grain fow, j 
And the whole field 'twill overgrow j ' 

Strait will it choak up and devour 
Each wholcfome herb and beauteous flower ! 

T % Nay^ 
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Nay, ^ti^tk fomethiog (b^ft I do» 
*Twill kill, I feac, my vcsy lawe^l t^o* 

But now all *& gone — ^I now, alas ! complain^ 
Dcchtee, proteft « aad -thfeat, in vaia ) 
Sisce, by my own unforcM confent. 
The traitor has my government, 
And is fo fettled in the throne. 

That 'twere rebellion now to claim, mine owiu. 

4 

T HfB FRAILTY. 

I Know *tt6 fordid, and *tis low 
(All this as well as you I know) 
Which I fo hotly now purfuc 
(I know all this a^ well aa^you) ; 
But, whilft this curfed ficfh I bear. 
And all thp.weaknefs and the bafen^fs thci%y 
Alas 1 alas ! it will be always fo. 

In vain, exceedingly i^ vajn, 
I rage fometimes, and bita my chfaio ', 
Yet to what purpofe do I bit^ 
With teeth which ne'et will bijcak it quitt?: 
F9i^ i£^ ebkiefk Chciftian Head 
Was by this fturdy tyrant buffeted, 
What wondtr is it if weak I be Oain T 
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COLDNESS^ 

AS water fluid is, till it do grow 
Solid and fixt by cold $ 
So in warm feafons Love does loofely flow j 

Froft only can it hold : 
A woman^s vigour and difdain 
Poet his fwift courfe reftrain. 
Though conftant and confifteiit now it be. 

Yet, when kind beams appear, 
It melts, and glides apace into the fea. 

And lofcs itfelf there.O ' 
So the fun's amorous play 
Kifles the ice away. 
You may in vulgar loves find always this |, 

But my fubftantial love 
Of a more firm and pcrfeft nature is 5 

No, weathers can it mpve : 
Though heat diflblve the ice again. 
The cryftal folld docs renuiin. 

'^ ENJOYMENT. 

THEN like'fome wealthy iftand thou fhalt liCi, 
And likethc fta about it, I $ . 
Thou, like fair Albion to the failors' fight. 
Spreading her beauteous bofom all in white $. 

Like the kind Ocean I will be, 
With loving arms for ever clafping thee,. 

T4. J*«t 
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But I *11 embrace thee gentlier far than fo j 

As their frtih banks foft rivers do : 
Nor (hall the proudeft planet boaft a pow^ 
Of making my full love to el^b one hour i 

It never dry or low can prove, 
Whilft thyiinwafted fountain feeds my love. 

Such heat and vigour ihall our kifiet bear. 
As if like doves we 'engenderM there : 

Ko bound nor rule my pleafures fhall endure^ 

In love there *8 none too much an Epicures 
Nonght fhall my hands or lips costrol ^ 

I *ll kifs t|)ee through, I ^kifs thy very fouL 

Yet nothing but the night our fports (hall know ; 

Night, that *s both blind and filent too I 
Alpheus fovnd net a more fecrct trace, 
His lovM Sicanian fountain to embrace. 

Creeping fo far beneath the fea. 
Than I will do t* enjoy and feafton thee. 

Men, out of wifdoih $ women, out of pnde# 
The pleafant thefts of love do hide : 

That may fecure thee j but thou 'aft yet from me 

A more infallible fecunty ; 

For ^ere *s no danger I ihould tell 

The joys which are to me unipeakahk« 
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SLEEP. 

IN vain, thou drowfy God ! I thee invoke ^ 
For thou, who doft from fumes arife— 
. Thou, who man's foul doft overfhade 
With a thick cloud by vapours made-* 
Canft have no power to Hiut his eyes, 

Or paiTage of his fpi rits to choke, 
Whofe flame 's fo pure that it fends up no fmoke« 

Yet how do tears but from fome vapours rife } 
Tears, that bcwinter all ray year } 
The fate of Egypt I fnftain, 
And never feel the dew of rain, 
Frofi clouds which in the head appeal j 
3ut all my too much raoiftui-e owe 
To overflowings of the heart below. 

Thou, who doft men (as nights to colours do) 
Bring all to an equality 1 

Come, thou juft Cod 1 and equal me 
Awhile to my difdainful She i 
•in that condition let me lie, 

Till Love does me the favour fliew : 
Love equals all a better way than you. 

Then never more "fhalt thou b' invoked by me ; 
Watchful as fjpirits and Gods I Ml prove : 
Let her but grant, and then will I 
Thee and thy kinfman Death defy i 
For, betwixt thee and them that love» ^ 

Never will an agreement be j 
Thou fcom'ft th.' uahappyi and the happy, thee ! / 

B E A U T V. 
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BEAUTY. 

BEAUTY! thou wild fantaftic ape, 
Who deft in every country change thy ihape I 
Here black, there brown, here tawny, and there white) 
Thou flatterer ! which comply *ft with every fight I 

Thou Babel, which confound'ft the eye 
With unintelligible variety ! 

Who haft Ro certain What, npc Where ). 
But vary 'ft ftill, and doft thyfelf declare 
Inconftant, as thy (he-profeiTors are*. 

Beauty I Lovers fcene and mafquerade. 
So gay by w^II-plac'd lights and dlftance made ; 
Falfe coin, with which th* impoftor chtats us ftill ^ 
The ftamp and colour good, but metal ill ! 

Whi:ck light oc bafb we find, when we 
Weigh by enjoyment, and examine thot ! 

For, though thy being be but (how^ * 
*Tis chiefly night which men to the« allofw : 
And chufe t* enjoy thee, when thou Uaft art Tb«a» 

Beauty ! thou adlivc, pafllve ill I 
Which dy'ft thyfelf as faft as thou doft kill ! 
Thou tolip, who thy ftock in paint di>6 waAr# 
Neither fot phyfic good, nor fracllt nor tsiAe, 

Beauty ! whofe flames but mcteoot are* 
Short-livM and low, though thou would^ft fieem ai ftar f 

Who dar'ft not thin« own home 6te£crf% 
Pretending to dwell richly in the eye. 
When thoy^ alM ! doft in ^l|e faoAji lie« 

Beauty t 
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Beauty \ w\^ofe conquefts ^^ aro made 
0*er hearti by cowar<JU kepti or ^Ifq betray'd ) 
Weak vi£lor \ who tKyf^slf deftroy'd muft be 
When Sidfjacff Su>vnm, cyr Time b^f^eges thee t 

Tboii '^unwholefome thaw to frozen age ! 
Thou ftrong wine, which youth^s fever doft enrage ! 
, Thou tyrant* which leav'ft no man free 1 
^ou fubtle thief, from whom nought fafe can be I ^ 
Thou murderer, which haft kill'd, and devil, whicli 
would'ft damn me I 

THE PARTING- 

AS men in Greenland left beheld the fun 
From their horizon run, 
A.nd thought upon the fad half-year 
Of cold ancl darknefs they vtaiik fufifcr there s 

60 on my parting miftrefs did I look ; 

With fuch fwoln eyes my farewell tjook } 

Ah, my fair ilar ! faid 1 1 
A^t thofe blefl lands to which bright Tliou doA fly t 

la Yaitt the men of learning comfort me, 
And fay I *m in a warm degree ; 
' Say what they pleafe, I fay and fwear 
*TU beyond eighty* at leaft» if you *re not here* 

It i», it is I I tremble with the £roft, 

And know that I the day have loft | 

And thofe wild things which men they call, 

I find to bo hn% bears or foxf» all» 

* ! Keturnj, 
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JUturn^ retunii gay planet of mine Baft, 

Of all that fliinei thou much the befti 
And, at thou now defcend^ft to Tea, 

More fair and frefli rife up from thence to me! 

Thou, who in many a propriety. 

So truly art the fun to me. 

Add one more likenefs (which I *m fureyou can} 
And let me and my fun beget a man ! 

MY PICTURE. 

HERE, take my likeneft with you, whilft 'tis & | 
For, when from hence you go. 
The next fun's rifing will behold 
Me pale, and lean, and old; 
The man who did this pifture draw. 
Will fwear next day my face he neyer faw. 

X really believe, within a while, 

If you upon this fhadow fmile. 
Your prefence will fuch vigour give 
(Your prefence, which makes all things live !) 
And abfence ib much alter me» 

This will the fubftance, I the fliadowi be. 

When from your well-wrought cabinet you take it. 

And your bright looks awake it, 

Ah ! be not frighted if you fee 

The new-foul'd picture gaze on thee. 

And hear it breathe a figh or two ) 
For thofe are the fir$ things that it will da^ 

M/ 
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My rival-imagp will be then thought bleft^ 
And laugh at me a$ dirpoflfeft $ 
But thouy who (if I know thee rlght)< 
r th* fubftance dolt not much- delight^. 
Wilt rather fend again for me» 

Who then iball but my pi£luie-t piAure be. 

1*HE CONCEALMENT. 

NO ; to what purpofe ihould I ipeak f 
No, -wretched heart ! fwell till you break.. 

She cannot love me if ihe would ; 
Andy to fay truth, ^twere pity that (he (hould. 

No I to the grave thy forrows bear } 

As filent as they will be there : 
Since that lov*d hand this mortal wound does give». 

So handfomely the thing contrive. 

That 0ie may guiltlefs of it live ^ 

So peri(hy that her killing thee 
May a chance-medley, and no muider, be. 

*Tis nobler much for me, that I 

By^ her beauty, not hec anger, die : 

THis.will look juftly, and become 
An execution ; that, a martyrdom. 

The cenfuring world will ne'er refrain< 

From judging men by thunder Aain. 
She muft be angiy, fure, if I (hould be 

So bold- to a(k her to make me. 

By being her^s, happier than (he! 

I will not ; *tis a milder fate 
To fall by her nQt lovingy than her hate» 

< And 
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And yet this dc^rii.vf mine, I ftar. 

Will ominotiis to her appear 5 

When, i^vttid in every other ^part. 
Her facrifiGe it found Vvithout an b«ut$ 

For the laft tem|^ of my (death 

Shall figh out that too with my bi^ltth^ 
Then (hall the world my noble ruin fee, 

Some pity and fbme envy me ; 

Then ihe heifelf, the mighty flie. 

Shall g^ace my f\incrals with th^ truth ; 
«* 'Twas only Love d«llft>yM the gentle ytmth !'* 

THE MONOPOLY. 

WHAT mines of fulphur in my brcaft do Ke, 
That feed th' eternii burnings oF ihy licait I 
Notf ^tna flaxncs more fierce or conftantly, 
The founding (hop x)f Vulcan'* flnoky art i 
Vulcan his (hop has placed there. 
And Cupid*s forge i* fet-up here. 

Here all thofe arrows* rti'ortal heads are made, 
That fly fo thitk uftfeeh tSifough yielding air 5 
The Cyclops here, which labour at the trade* 
Arc Jcaloufy, Fear, Sadnefs, and Defpair. 

Ah, cruel God ! and why to rtie 

Gave you this curit monopoly f 

I have the trouble, oot the gains, (of it <«^ 
,Give me but the difpofiU of one dart) 
And then (I *11 a(k no other benefit) 
Heat as you |^e«lb your ftirnscc in my fhean t . « 

: . 5 60 
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So fweet *• revenge to me, thtt I 
Upon my foe would gladly die. 

Deep into' her boifom wcrtild 1 ftl^lt* the-^art, 

Deepd- than wotnan e^cf wa« ftnrck by ¥htee ; 

Thou giv'il them fmall wounds, and fo far from 

th' hearts, \ 

They flutter ftill about, inconftantly : 

Curie on thy goodnefs, whom we find 

Civil to none but woman -kind ! 

Vain God ! who women doft thyfelf adsore f 
Their wounded hearts do ftill retain the powers 
To travel and to wander, as before t 
Thy broken ai'rovn ^twixt that Ct*. and o^s 
So 'unjuftly are diftrfbtited, 
They take the feathers, we the head. 

THE filSlTANCE* 
T ' VE followed thee a year, at leaft, 
■*• And never flopped myfelf to reft j 
But yet can thee overtake no more 
Than this day can the day that went before* 

In this our fortunes equal prove 
Tp AarSf which govern them above ; 
bur ftart, that move for ever round, 
With the fame diilance ftill betwixt them found. 

In vain, ahts ! Sn Vain t f^ve 
The wheel of PaVe faAtr «o dvi^e ) 
Since, if arouMd it fwiftKer fly, 
She in it mends her pace at much as I, 

Hearts 
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Hearts by Lov« fti'Rngely Hmffled Rre^ 
That there can never meet a pair 1 
Tamelier than wormi are lovera Hain | 
The wounded heart ne*er turniy to wound again» 

THE INCREASE. 

T Thought^ I *1I fweafi I rould have lov*d no more 
•^ Than I had done before j 

But you as eafily might account 
Till to the top of numbers you' amount, 

As call up my love*s fcore. 

Ten thouHmd millions was the Aim |. 
MilUoni of endlefs millions are to come. 

I *m Aire her beauties cannot greater grow | 

Why fliould my love do (a t 

A real caufe at firft did move | 
But mine own fancy now drives-on my love^ 

With (hadows from itfelf that flow. 

My lovcp as we in numbers (be, 
By cypher! fs increasM eternally. 

So the new-made and untry*d ())heres above 

Took their firli turn from th* hand of Jovf | 
9ut are, fince that beginning, found 

By their own forms to move for ever round* 
All violent motions ihort do proves 
But, by the lengthy 'tis plai»t9 fet 

That Love *§ a motion natural to me* 

lOVE'S 
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LOVE'S VISIBILITY. . 

WITH much of pain» and all the art I knew,. 
Have I endeavourM hitherto 
To hide my lovei and yet all will not do. 
The world perceives it, and, it may be, (he ) 

Tliough (b difcreet and good (he be^ 
By hiding it, to teach that (kill to me. 

Men without love have oft Co cunning grown. 

That fomething like it they have (howo j. 
But none who had.it ever feemM V have none. 

Love 'a of a ftrangely. open, (imple kind. 

Can no arta or dirgiiifei find. 
But thinks none feet it 'caufe itfelf it blind. 

The very eye betrays our inward fmart i 

Love of himfelf left there a part. 
When thorough it he paft into the heart;- 

Or if by chance the face betray not it. 

But keep the fecret wifely, yet. 
Like dninkennefa, into the tongue 'twill get. 

LOOKING 0N> miD DISCOURSING WITH; 
HIS MISTRESS. 

THESE full two hours now have I gasing been^ 
What comfort by it can I gain ? 
To look on heaven with mighty gulfs between 
Was the great mifer's greateft pain } 
If^L. L U So* 
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MY FATE. 

GO bid the needle hit dear North forfake. 
To which with trembling reverence it doet bead; 
Go bid the ftonei a ioumey upwards make; 

Go bid th* ambitioui flame no more afcend i 
Andi when thefe falfe to their old motioni prove. 
Then (hall I ceafe thee, thee alone, to love. 

The faft-lmkM chain of everlafting Fate 
Does nothing tie more ftrong than me to you | 

My iixt love hangs not on your love or hate, 
But will be ftlll the fame, whatever you do i 

You cannot kill my love with your difdain { 

Wound it you may, and make it live in pain. 

Me, mine example, let the Stoicks ufe, 
Their fad and cruel doArine to maintain ;. 

|«et all predeftinatort me produce, 
Who ftruggle with eternal bonds in vain i 

This fire I *m born to^but *tis (he muft tell, 

Whether *t be beams of heaven or flames of hell. 

You who men*s fortunes in their faces read. 
To find out mine, look not, alas 1 on me $ 

But mark her face, and all the features heed {. 
For only there is writ my deftiny i 

Or, if ftars fliew it, gaze not on the flcies ^ 

But ftudy the aftrology of her eyes.. 

If 
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If thou find there kind and propitious rays. 

What Mars or Saturn threaten I *]1 not fear s 
I well believe the fate of mortal days 

Is writ in heaven i but oh, my heaven is there. 
What can men learn from ftars they fcarce can fee ? 
Two great lights rule the world, and her two me. 

THE HEART. BREAKING. 

IT gave a piteous groan, and To it broken 
In vain it fomething would have fpoke : 
The love within too ftrong for 't was. 
Like poifon put into a Venice-glafs. 

I thought that this fome j^medy might prove i 

But oh, the mighty ferpent Love, 

Cut by this chance in pieces fmall. 
In all ftiU livM, and ftill it ftung in all. 

And now, alas 1 each little broken part 

Feels the whole pain of all my heart j 

And every fmalleft corner ftill 
Lives with that toiment which the whole did kill. 

Even fo rude armies, when the field they quit. 

And into feveral quarters get \ 

Each troop does fpoil and ruin more 
Than all join'd in one body did before. 
How many Loves reign in my bofom now \ 

How many loves, yet all of you ! 

U 3 Thus 



Tbot h«f • I chaagM with evil ftu 
Mx Moi^wli'l.^re into a Tynot-SU^* 

THE VSURPATIOBI,. 

THOU *adt to my fool no title or pretence | . 
I we* mine own, and free. 
Till I had gifen myfelf to thee ) 
But thou haft kept me (lave and prifoner finee* 

Well, fince Co tnfolent thou *rt grown. 
Fond tyrant f I *U depofe thee from thy dirone | . 
Such outrage! moft not admitted be 
Ip an eleAive monarchy. 

Part of my heart by gift did to thee fall | 

My country, kindred, and my beft 

Acquainunce^ were to fliare iJie reA| 
But thou, their covetoui neighbour, dray*ft out alM^ 

Nay more ) thou mak*ft me m^oHhjp theCt 
And woo]d*ft the rule of my religion be i 
Did ever tyrant claim fuch power at you> 

To be both emperor and pope too i 

The public miferiei, and my private fate^ 

Pefcrve Comt tears ) but greedy thou 

(Infatiate maid I) wilt not allow 
That I one drop from thee /hould alienate t 

Nor wilt thou grant my fmt a part, 
Though the fole caufe of moft of them thou art ). 
Counting my tears thy tribute and thy due, 

8ince firft mine eyet I gave to you, 

Thoie 
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Thou all ray }oys vxd -all my hppet doft olmm } 

Thou rageft Vikfi a 6re ju me» 

Converting all things into thee i 
Nought can i*eftily or iiipt eacreafe the flame i 

Nay, every grief and every fear 
Thou doft devour^ unlefs thy ftamp it bear i 
Thy prefence, like the jcrpwned bailUik's brcathi 

All other repeats puts to death. 

As raei> in hell are from difeafes free. 

So from all otlier ills am I j 

Free from their known formality : 
But all pains eminently lie in thee ! 

Alas, alas I I hope in vain 
My conquerM foul frpm out thine hands to gain » 
Since all the natives there tiiou 'aA overthrown*.- 

And planted garrifQQS of thine own. 
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THou worft cftatc ev'n of the fex that 's worft ^ 
Therefore by Nature made at firft 
T' attend the wcaknefs of our birth I 
Slight outward curtain to the nuptial bed ! 
Thou cafe to buildings not yet finiOied I 
Who, like the centre of the earth, 
Doft heavieft things attraft to thcc,, 
Though thou a point imaginary be I 
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A thing God tbottght for mankind io unfit, ' 

That hit firft blei&ng rttin*d it. 

Cold, frozen nnrfe of fierceft firct 1 
Whoy like the parched plains of Afric^t iand 
(A fterili^ and a wild unlovely land!) 

Art always fcorch*d with hot dcfiret. 

Yet barren qnite, didft thoo not hrinff 
Monfters and (eipcntt for^ thyf^lf to ^ng f 

Thou that bewitched men, whllft thou doft dwell 
Like a clofe conjurer in hit cell. 
And fear'ft the day*i difcorering eye 1 

No wonder *tit at all that thou (hould*ft be 

Such tedious and unpleafant company. 
Who Hv'ft To melancholily 1 , 
Thou thing of fubtile, flippery kind. 

Which women lofe, and yet no man can findt 

Although I think ihou never found wilt b^^ 
Yet I 'm refolvM to iearcb for theei 
The fearch itfelf rewards the pains : 

So, though the chemick his great fecret miff 

(For neither it in Art nor Nature is) 

Vet things well worth hi* toil he gains | 

And does his charge and labour pay 

With good unfought experiments by the way. 

Say what thou wilt, chaftity is no mort 
Thee, than a porter is his door. 
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Tn vain to h6nour they pretend^ 
IVho guard themfelves with ramparts and with walit| 
Them only Fftmcthe truly valiant c^p 

Who c^an open breach defi^icl. 

OJF thy quick loft can be no doubt, * , 
Within To hated, and fo lov*d without. 

IMP0S8tBII.ITI£S. 

T MpoiSbilities ! oil no, there ^s none ; 

* Conld mine bring thy heart captive home. 

As e afily other dangers were o>rthrown. 

As Cefar, after vanquiih'd Rome, 
His little Ailan foes did overcome. 

True lovers oft by Foitune are envied } 

Oft earfh and hellagainft them drive } 
But Providence engages on their fide. 

And a good end at laft does give 1 
At laft, juft men and lovers always thrive. 

As 'ftacs (not powerful elfe) when they conjoiiiy 
Change, as they pleafe, the world*s eftate | 

So thy heart in conjunction with mine 
Shall our own ibrtunes regulate | 

And to our ftars themfelves prefcribe a fate. 

*Twould grieve me much to find fomc bold ramancfl^ 

That (hould two kind examples fliew. 
Which before us in woadon did advaBc«| 

N«t 
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Not that I tlMTOgbt that ftocy tnic^ 
But aoju ihpiild Fancy snMt^ that I woyld Do* 

Through fpito of ouv worft mmum, thy^ fimit § 
Through local buaiumgat ham tfato | 

Through the loud dbosghti oCUfr^ooMCfintig ffiida» 
At eafy ihall my pafliigft ht. 

At was the amorous youth^t o*cr Hellers Tea i 

In vain tfce^n<it, in vain the hiUo%vf9 fou i 

In vain the ftart their aid denyM ) 
He faw the Seft^an tower on th* other ibon t 

Shall th' Hellefj^nt our lovet divide f 
No, not the Atlantick. ocean's boundlefi tide* 

Such feas betwixt «• eaiily coaquer'd aie ). 

But, gentle maid 1 do not deny 
To let thy beams ihine on me from afarj. 

And fttll the taper let me efpy t 
For^ when thy light goes out, I frnk and die*. 

$ I X«. £ N C £« 

CURSE on this tongue, that has my heart betrayV^ 
And his great fecret open latdf 
For, of all perfons, chieily (he 
Should not the ills I fuflcr know j 
Since *tis a thing might dangerous grow^ 
Only in her to picy me i 
Since 'tis for me to lofe my lift toon it» 
\ Than'tisf<vhirtofaiv»aMl'Saalb«tt* 

Aiit 
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^ ! ' narier «i«m flttll thy uMvilii^ ecp 
My helpleft iltrjr hetrf 
Difcourf^ and talk awake 6pcB keep< 
The rude unquiet pain 
That in my breaft does reign 5 
Silence perhaps may mak^ it fleep : 
H *11 bind that fore up I did ill reveal i 
The woundi if once it clofe, may chance to heal* • 

N09 *twill ne*er heal^ my love will never die^ 

Thougb it Afotild fpeechleft lie. 

A river, etc h mtu the Tea, 

As Will might ftay ita fource,.. 

As my love can his courfe, 

Unlefs it join and mix with thee s 
If any end or ftop of it be found. 
We know the £ood runs fttli, thfiVLgh under gi'QWicU- 

THE D r 8 S-E MB t E R. 

T TNHUHT, untouchM, did I complain, 
v/ And terrify M all others with the pain t 
But now I feel the mighty evil } 
Ah I there *s no fooltn^with the devil I 
So, wanton men, whilft others they would fright^. 
Themfelves have met a real fprite. 

I thought, I *n fwiear, an handf<>me Ift 
Had been no fin at all in poehy j 
But now I fuifer an arre(t, 
FoC' words were fpokeby me in jeft*. 

Pull,. 
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Dull, foltiih God of Love 1 and can it be 
Thou underftand*ft not raillery } 

Partty and wounds, and flame i and heat» 
I naniM but for the rhymci or the conceit | 

Nor meant my verfe Ihould raifed be 

To this fad fame of prophefy i 
Truth gives a dull propriety to my ftyle. 

And all>th« metaphors does fpoiL 

In things where fancy much does reign » 
*Tis dangerous too cunningly to feign | 

The play at laft a truth does grow» 

And Cuilom into Nature go t 
By this curft art of begging I became 

Lame, with counterfeiting lame. 

• My lines of amorous defire 
I wrote to kindle and blow others* Bre ^ 
And *twas a barbarous delight 
My fancy promised from the fight t 
But now, by Love, the mighty Phalaris, I 
My burning Bull the firft do try. 

TH^ INCONSTANT, 

I Never yet could fee that face 
^ Which had no dart for me $ 
From fifteen years, to fifty*s fpace» 
They all victorious be. 
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Love, thou M a derili if I may call thee one § , 
For fur* in me thy name it Legion. 

Colour, or ihape, good limbs, or facet ' 

GoodneTt, or wit, in all I find $ 
In motion or in fpeech a grace | 
If all fail, yet *ti8 woman-kind ;-. 
And I *m fo weak, the piftol need not be 
Double or treble charg*d.to murder me. 

If tall, the name of proper flays ; 

If fair, flie *ft pheafdnt as the light $ . 
If low, her prettinefs does pleafe ; 

If black, what lover loves not night ?^ 
If ydlow-hairM, I love, left it fhould b* 
Th* excufe to others for not loving me. 

The fat, like plenty,, fills my heart j ^ 

The lean, withiove makes me too fo 1. 
If ftraight, her body's Cupid*s dart 
To me } if crooked, *tis his bow 4 
Nay> age itfelf .does me to rage, incline* 
And ftrength to .women gives,. .as well as wine*'. 

Juft half as large as Charity 

My richly-landed Love 's become { 
And, judged aright, is Conftancy, , 
Though it take up a larger room:-. 
Bim» who loves .always one, why fhould they call' 
MuK conftant than the man loves always all ?. 



Thnt with unwearied wioge I flee 

Through all LoveU gardens and bis £e]dK( 
And, like the wife, induftrious bee. 
No weed hut hmejr t» me yidde:! 
•Honey ftill fpent this diligence ftill Aippliee^ 
Though I return not hoaw with faRtondiight^ 

^My foul at firfl indeed did prove 

Of pretty ftfcrtgth againft a dart j 
Till I this habif got of love j 
But my c(Mirum*d and wafted heart, 
•Once burnt to tinder with a ftrong deiire» 
.Since that, by every fpark is fet on fire. 

THS CONSTANT* 

GREAT and wife conqueror, who, where*er 
Thou com'fti doft fortify, and fetitle there!! 
Wlio canfl: defend as well as get, 
And never hadft one quarter beat-up yet ; 
Now thou art iti, thoo ne'et wilt part 
With one inch of my' vawquitH'd heart; 
I'or, fince thoutook^ft it by afbult ftom me, 
*Tis garrifonM fo flrong with thoughts of thev 
It fears no beauteous 4nemy* 

Had thy charming fllrengtlt been left, 
I *ad fervM ere this an hundred mifftvfRs t 

I 'm better thus, nor^ould ediUpound 
To leave my prlfon to be a: vagAond t 

A prifon in which I ftill would be^ 

Tho«gh every door ftood ope ta me» 
3 
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In fpite both of thy coldnefs and thy prid9» 
.All love is marriage on thy lover's (ide. 
For only death can them divide. 

Clofe^ ntsffow chain, yet CbH and kind 
At that which, fpirki above to good does biac^ 

Gentle af^d fweet Neceflity, 
Which does not force, but guide, our liberty I 

Your love on me were fpent in vain. 

Since my love ftill could but remain 
Jttft as it is } for what, alas I can be 
Added to that which hath infinity 

3oth in extent and quality? 

H £ R :N A M £• 

WITH more than Jewiih. reverence m yet 
Do I the. facKd name conceal i 
'When, ye kind ftars, ah when will it be fit 

This gentle myftery to reveal ? 
When will out lo^ be nam'ii» and we pofleAl 
That chriftening as a badge of happinefs ? 

:So bold as yet no verft df mine has been. 

To wear tliat gem on any linej 
Nos, till the happy nuptial Mitfe be ften. 

Shall any &inza with it fhine. 
Reft, mighty name ! till then $ for thou muft be 
Xaid down by herj ere taken up by me, 

Tke» 
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Tliep all tbe fields and woods fiiallwilii it rtng.^ 

Then Echoes burden it fliall be ; 
Then all die birds in feveral notes fhall (ing» 

And all the riverrmuiTnury thee j 
Then every wind the (bund (hall upwards bear. 
And foftly whifper 't to fome angel's ear. 

Then ihall thy name through all my verfe be Tpread^ 
Thick as the flowers in meadows lie, 

Andy when in future times they (hall be read; 
(As fure, I think, they will not die) 

If any critic doubt that they be mine,. 

Men by that ftamp (hall quickly know the coiB». 

Meanwhile I will not dare to make a name 

To reprefent thee by } 
Adam (God*s nomendator) could not:frame. 

One that enough (hould (ignifj^: 
Aftrea or Cclia as unfit would prove 
For thee, as *tis tb call the-Deity }ovc». 

W £ £ B I N G. 

S££ where (he fits, and in what comely wife. 
Drops tears more fair than others* eyes I 
Ah, charming maid ! let not ill-for(une fee 
Th' attire thy forrow wears. 
Nor know the beauty of thy tears 5 
lor, (he. *U ftiU come to drefs herfelf in thee*. 



A^ 
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As ftars refle6l on waters, fo I fpy 

In every drop, methinks, ker eye. 
The baby, which lives there, and always plays 

In that illuftrious fphere, 

Like a NarciiTus docs appear, 
Whilft in his flood the lovely boy did gaze. . 

Ne'er yet did I behold fo glorious weather. 
As this fun-ihine and rain together. 

Pray Heaven her forehead, that pure hill of fnow. 
(For fome fuch fountain we muft find,^ 
To waters of fo fair a kind) , 

Melt not, to feed that beauteous ftream below f 

Ah, mighty Love ! that i^ were inward heat 
Which made this precious limbeck fwcat 1 

But what, alas ! ab, wl^at does it avail, , 

That (he weeps tears fo wondrous cold, ^^ 
As fcarce the afs's hoof can hold. 

So cold, that 1. admire they fall not hail. . .v - 

D, I 3 C R E T I O N.. 

Dlfcreet ! what means this word difcrcet ? 
A curfe on all difcretion 1 
This barbarous term you will not meet 
In all Love's lexicbn* 

Jointure, portion, gold^ eftitte, 

Houfes, houfhoId-ftafiT, or land, 
(The low conveaiencies of Fate) 

Are Greek no lovers underhand.. 
Vol. L X Rlieve 
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Belteve ne^ bomteous one ! when lore 

Snten into a breaft, 
Tbe two fiift tbingt it does remove 

Are friends and intereft. 

Paffion *8 half blind, nor can endure 
Tbe carefiily fcrupulcus eyes { 

Or elfe I ooold not lo?e> I *n fure« 
One wbo in4ove were wiie. 

Men, in fuch tempefts toft about, 

WiU, without grief or pain, 
Caft all their goods and riches out^ 

ThemielTes their port to gain. 

As well might martyrs, who do chooft 
That facred death to take, . 

Mourn for the doaths which they muft loih, 
'*9]mi they *re bound naked to the ftake. 



^ 



^£ WAITING-MAID. 



THY Maid! ah! find ibme nobler theme 
Whereon thy doubts to place j 
Nor by a low fufped blafpheme 
The glories of thy face. 

Alas I Ihe makes thee (hine fo fais» 

•So ezquifitely bright. 
That her dim lamp muft difappear 

Before thy potent light. 



Three 
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Three hours each mom in dreffing thee 

Maiicioufly are fpent; 
And make that beauty tyrannyy 

That *l elfe a civil government* 

Th* adorning thee with fo much art 

Is but a barbarous (kill j 
*Tit like the poifoning of a dart 

Too apt before to kill. 

The miniftering angels none can fee ; 

*Tis not their beauty* or face. 
For which by men they wor(hip*d be } 

But their high office and thejr place 
Thou art my Goddefs, my SainH^ej 
I pray to her, only to pray t6 thee. 

COUNSEL. 

AH I what advice can I receive I 
No, fatisfy me firit $ 
For who would phyftck-potions give 
To one diat dies with thirft i 

A little puff of breathy we find, 

Small fires can quench and kill i 
Bttt^ when they *re great* the adverfe win 

Does make them greater ftill. 

Now whilil you ppeak, it moves me much 

But ftrait I *m juil the fame $ 
Alfti 1 th* efiea muft needs be fuch 

Of cutting through a flame. 

X a THE 
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THE CURE, 

COME, do£lor! ufe thy rougheft ai^^ 
Thou canft not cruel prove ; 
Cut, burn, and tbrture, every part. 
To heal me of my love. 

There is no danger, if the pain 
Should me to a fever bring ; 

Compared with beats I now fuftain, 
A fever is fo cool a things 
(Like drink which feverifh men defire) 

That I (hould hope *twould almoft quench my Hrp^ . 

THE SEPARATION. 

AS K me not what my love /hall do or be' 
(Love, which is foul to body, and foul of m^ !} 
When I am feparated from thee j " * 

Alas ! I might as eafily (how, 
What after death the foul will do j 
^Twill laft, I 'm fure, and that is all we know*. • 

The thing call'd foul will never flir nor move. 
But all that while a lifelefs carcafe prove } 

For 'tis the body of my love : 

Not that my love will fly away, 
But ftill continue ; as, they fay. 
Sad troubled ghofls about their grayes do ilniy* 

THE 
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THE TREE. 

IChofe the flottri(hing*ft tree in ail the park» 
With freflieft boughs and faireft head i 
I cut my love into his gentle bark. 

And in three days, behold I *tis dead i 
My very written flamea fo. violent be, 
. They 'vc burnt and wither'«i-up the tree. 

How ihould I live myfelf, whofe l^eart is foux)d 

Deeply graven every where 
With the large hiftory of many a wound» 

Larger than thy trunk can bear ? 
With art as ftrange as Homer in the nut> 

Love in my heart has volumes put^ 

What a few words from thy rich ftock did take 

The loaves and beauties all. 
As a ftrong poifon with one drop does make 

The nails and hairs to fall : 
Love (I fee now) a kind of witchcraft is^ 

Or characlers coyld ne'er do this. * 

Pardon, ye birds and nymphs, who lovM this (hade; 

And pardon me, thou gentle tree j 
I thought her name would thee have happy made. 

And blefled omens hop'd from thee : 
«' Notes of my love, thrive here," faid I, " and grow j 

** And vrith ye lot my love do fo." 

X 3 Alas, 
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Mm§, poor youtb t thy love will never thrive f 

This blalled tree pitdeilinet it s 
Go, tie the diibial knot (why (hould*ft thov liver) 

And, by the linet thoa there haft writ, 
Deform'dly hanging, the fad piatue be 

To that unlucky hiftory. 

HER UNBELIEF. 

'rr^ 1 8 a ftrange kind of ignorance this in you ! 
A That you your viflories ihould not fpy, 

Vi£ioriet gotten by your eye ! 
That your bright beams, as thofe of comets do, 

Should kill, but not know how, nor who! 

That truly you my idol might appear, . 

Whilft all the people fmell and fee 

The odorotis flames I offer thee. 
Thou fitt*ft, and doft not fee, nor fmell, nor hear^ 

Thy conftant, zealous worihipcr* 

They fee *t too well who at ray fires repine; 

Kay, tV unconcern^ themfelves do prove 
Quick-eyM enough to fpy my love ) 

Nor does the caufe in thy face clearlier fhine. 
Than the effccl appears in mine. 

Fair infidel I by what unjufl decree 

Muft I, who with fuch reftJefs care 
Would make this truth to thee appear, 

^M«ft I9 ^^^ preach it, and pray for it, be 
DamnM by thy incredulity f 

I, by 
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1, by ihy vnbeliefy am gniltleft (lain t 

Ohy have but faith> and tfaeii) that you 
May know that faith for to bo true. 

It fliall itfelf by* a miracle maintain. 

And raife me from the dead again t 

Meanwhile my hopes may feem to be overthrown | 
But lovers* hopes are full of art. 
And thus difputo— That, fince my heart. 

Though in thy breaft» yet is not by thee known. 
Perhaps thou may*ft not know thine own* 

THE OAZERS. 

COME, let *s go on, where love and youth does call ; 
I ^ve feen too much, if this be all. 
Alas ! how far more wealthy might I be 
With a contented ignorant poverty 1 

To fliew fuch ftores, and nothing grant, 
Is to enrage and vex my want. 
Tot love to die an infant *s lefTer ill, 
Than to live long, yet live in childhood ftilK 

We *a!ve both fat gazing only» hitherto, 

A) man and wife in pi6lure do ; 
The richeft crop of joy is ftill behind, 
And he who only fees, in love, is blind; 

80, at firft, Pygmalion lovM, 

But th* amour at laft improved } 
The ftatue* itfelf at laft a woman grew, 
And fo at laft, my dear> ihould you do too. 

X 4 Beauty 
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Beauty to man the greateft toiture is, 
Unlefs it lead to farther blifs, 

Beyond the tyrannous pleafures of the eye i 

It grows too ferious a cruelty, 

XJnlefs it heal, as well as ftrike : 
I would not, falamander-Iike, 

In fcorching heats always .to, live defire. 

But, like a martyr, pafs to heaven through fire. 

Mark 'how the lufty fun falutes the fpring. 

And gently kifl'es every thing I 
His loving beams unlock each maiden flower. 
Search all the trcafures, all the fweefs devour : 
Then on the earth, with bridegroom-heat. 
He does flill new flowers beget. 
The fun himfelf, although all eye he be, 
Can find in love more pleafure than to fee. 



THE INCURABLE. 

J Try*d if books would cure my love, but found 
*^ Love made them nonfenfe all $ 
I *apply\l receipts of bufinefs to my wound. 
But ftirring di^ the pain recall. 

As well might men who in a fever fry, 

Mathematic doubts debate; 
4^s well might men who mad in darknefs lie. 

Write the difpatches of a ilate. 



THE IKCUHAStE. ^^ 

1. try'd devotion, fermons, frequent prayci', 
But thofe did worfe than ufelef^ prove $ 

For prayers are turn'd to fin, in thofe who are 
Out of charity, or in love. 

1 try'd in wine to drown the mighty care | 
But wine, alas ! was oil to th' fire j 

Like drunkards' eyes, my troubled fancy there 
Did double the defire. 

T try'd what mirtli and gaiety would do, 
Aiid mix'd with pleafant companies-^ 

My mirth did gracelefs and infipid grow. 
And 'hove a clinch it could not rife. 

Nay, God forgive me for 't I at laft I try'd, 
^Gainft this fome new dciire to ftir. 

And lovM again, but 'twas where I eipy'd 
Some faint refemblances of her. 

The phyiic made me worfe, with which I ftrove 

This mortal ill t' expel ; 
As wholefome medicines the difeafe improve. 

There where they work not well. 



HONOUR. 

SHE lovw, and fhe confefles too ; 
There *& then, at laft, no more to do t 
The happy work 's entirely dons ; 
Snter tlM town which thou baft won i 

The 



The fruits of conqueft now b^;in i 
lo triumph I Enter in. 

What *• this, ye Gods I what can it be ? 
Kemains there ftill an enemy ? 
Bold Honour ftands up in the gate» 
And would yet. capitulate ; 
Have I overcome all real foes^ 
And ihall this phantom me oppofe ? 

NoiTy nothing ! ftaUung (hade ! 
By what witchcraft wcrtthou made f 
Empty caufe of folid harms 1 
But I ihall find out counterrcharmSf, 
Thy airy devilihip to remove 
From this circle here of love. 

Sure I (hall rid myfclf of thee 

By thenighf s obicurity. 

And obfcurer fecrecy I 

Unlike to every other fprite^ 

Thou atterapt*ft not men V affright). 

Nor appear*ft but in the light. 



THE INNOCENT ILL. 

TH O U 6 H all thy geftures and difcourfes be 
Coined and ftamp^d by modefty | 
Though from thy tongue ne'er flippM away 
On^ word which nuns at th* altar might not fay j 

Yet 
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Yet fuch a fweetneff 9 fuch a grace. 

In all thy fpeech appear. 

That what to tV eye a beauteous fiice» 

That thy tongue it to th* ear t 
80 cunningly it wounds the heart. 
It ftrikes fuch heat through every part, 
That thou a tempter worfe than Satan art. 

Though in thy thoughts fcarce any tracks have been 
So much as of original fin. 
Such charms thy beauty wears as might 

Defires in dying confefsM faints excite 1 
Thou, with ftrange adultery. 
Doit in each breaft a brothel keep ; 
Awake all men do luft for thee. 
And fome enjoy thee when they deep. 
Ne*er before did woman live. 
Who to fuch multitudes did give 

The root and caufe of dn, but only Eve, 

. Though in thy breaft fo quick a pity be. 

That a fly^s death *s a wound to thee $ 
Though favage and rock-hearted thofe 
Appear, that weep not ev*n Romancers woesj 
Yet ne^er before was tyrant known, 
Whofe rage was of fo large extent j 
The ills thou doft are whole thine own | 
Thou 'rt principal and inftrument : 
In all the deaths that come from you, 
You do the treble office do 
Of judge, of torturer, and of weapon too. 
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Thou lovely iaftrtiment of angry Fate, 

Which God did for our faults create ! 
Thou pleafant, univerfal ill» 
Which, fweet as health, yet like a plague doft kill I 
. Thou kind, welUnatur'd tyranny I 
Thou chafte committer of a rape ! 
Thou voluntary deftiny. 
Which no man can, or would, efcape ! 
So gentle, and fo glad to fpare. 
So wondrous good, and wondrous fair, 
i(We know) ev'n the dciboying-angels are. 

DIALOGUE. 

^i&^.\T7HAT have we done? what cruel pafllon 
^ ^ movM thee. 

Thus to ruin her that lov'd thee ? 
Me thou *ft robb'd ; but what art thou 
Thyfelf the richer now ? 

Shame fucceeds the fhort-livM pleafure; 
Sofoon is fpent, and gone, this thy ill-gotten treafure i 

He. We *ave done no harm j nor was it theft in me^ 
But nobleft charity in thee. 
I '11 the well -gotten pleafure 
Safe in my memory treafure t 

What though the flower itfelf do waftc. 
The eflence from it drawn does long and fweeterlaft. 



SU. 



dialogue; |I7 

She. No : I *m undone ; my honour thou haft iYain, 
And nothing can reftore *t again. 
Art and labour to bcftow. 
Upon the carcafe of it now> 
Is but t* embalm a body dead ; 
, The iifute may remains thf life and beauty H iM* 

He, Never, ray dear, was honour yet undone 
By Love, but Indifcretion. 
To th' wife it all things doe^ allow ; 
And cares not What we do, but How* 
Like tapers ihut in ancient urns, 
Unleff it let-in^airi. for eve.r ihines aod burnt. ^ . 

She. Thou firfty^ perhaps, wh^-didft the: fault con^mi^. 
Wilt iiia):e thy wicke^ibeaft o( it ; > 
For men, with Roman pride, above 
The conqueft do the triumph love ; 
Nor think a perfeft vi£l;ory gained, 
Unlefs they through the ftreets their captive lead en^ 
chained. 

He» Whoe'er his fecret Joys has opep laid. 
The bawd to his own wife is made j 
Beiide, what boatt is, left for me, . 
Whofe whole wealth 's a gift from thee ? 
'Tis you the conqueror are, 'tis you 
Who have not only ta'en, but bound and gagg'd 
me too. 

She. Thou|;h.p]abUc puni/hment we e(€;ip^^.tbe £a 
Will rack and torture us within % 

Guilt 



Ill COWLSY*$ POEMS. 

Gmlt and fin <mr hofom bean i 
Aadf thooj^ fair yet the fruit appean , 
That worn which now the core does waAef 
When long *t hat goaw*d withini will break the ikin 
atlaft* 

Mf* That durfty drinky diat hungry food, I ioaght. 
That wounded balm It all my fault i 
And thou in pity didft apply^ 
The kind ami only rtoedy i 
The caufe abfolve* the crime $ iince me 
So mighty force did move, £> mighty goodneft thee* 

Stg0 Curie on thine arts ! methinkt I hate thee now § 
And yet I *m fure I love thee too I 
I *m angry I but my wnith will prore 
More innocent than did thy love. 
Thou haft thit day undone me ^utle i 
Yet wilt undo me mote ihould'ft thou not come at 
night. 



VER8E8 L08T UPON A WAGER. 

AS ibon hereafter will I wagen lay 
*Gainft what an oracle fliall hy | 
Feol that I wae, to venture to deny 

A tongue To ut*d to viftory f 
A tongue (6 bleft by nature and by art, 
Tkil never jtt it ijpokc but gainM an heart i 

Though 
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Though what you faid had not been tniCf 
If fpoke by any elfe but you } 
Your fpeech will govern deftiny» * 

And Fate will change-rather than you (hould lye* 

*Tie truei if human Reafon were the guide, 

Reafon, methinkt , was on my fide i 
But that *• a guide, aiat t we muft refign. 

When th* author! ty^^ft divine. 
She faid, ihe (aid herfelf it would be fof 
And If bold unbeliever 1 anfwerM no » 
Never fo juftly, fure* before. 
Error the name of blindneft bore^ 
•For, whatfoe*er the qucftion be, 
Thore *t no man that hat eyes would bet tor nft« 

If Truth itfelf (as other angelt do 

When they defccnd to human view) 
In a material form would deign to (tunt^ 

*Twould'imitate or borrow thine i 
So daziling bright, yet lb tranfparent clear, 
So well-proportionM, would the porta iq^ipearl 

Happy the 'eye wliick IVuth could iee 

CloatbM in « ihi4M Hhc thee i 

But happier far die eye 
Which could thy fliape naked like Truth efpy I 

Yet thitloft wager cofta me nothing more 

Than what I ow*d to thee before i 
Who would not venture for that debt t» play^ 

Which he vviif bowd howi*«r to pay f 

J If 
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If Nature gave me power to write in vcrft,. 
She gave it me thy praifes to rebearfe : 

Thy wondroufi beauty and thy wit 

Ha^fucha Sovereign right to it. 
That no man's Mufe for public vent is free. 
Till ihe has paid Hei; cuftoms firft to thee. 

BATHING IJN THE RIVER. 

THE fifli afaiind'her* crowded, as they do 
To the falie slight that treacherous fiihers ihew». 
And all with as much eafe might taXenbe, 
As (he at ^rft tbok me-}' 
For ne'er did -ligbt fo clear • 
Amof%'the«wairesappear» . 
Though every night the fun himfelf let theve^ 

Why to mute fifllfhotild^ft tboti thyfelf difcover>-. 

And not to me^ thy^ no lefs filent lever ? 

As fome from men their buned ^ohl-^emmit- 

To ghofts, thxttiaveno.ilie,;ofdt; 

H^f their rioh)ti«afuj»a. ib ,./. 

Maids.bury.; and, for aught we know, 
(Poor ignorants !} thpy *re mermaids all below. » 

The amorous wave* wouM ^ain abouf" her ftay. 
But ftill he^ amorous waves drive them away. 
And with fwift. current to thofe joys they 'haftey . 

That do as fwiftly wafte c i . . 

I UugVd'the wanton playi.tDtViewf} * 

But 'tis, alas i at iand fo tOQf . ^ - 

And ftili old lovers yield the place to new. / 

KiY* 
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Kift heri and as you part, you amorous waves 
(My happier rivals, and my fellow-flaves) 
Point to your flowery banks, and to her (liew 

The good your bounties do $ i 

Then tell her what your pride doth cofti 
And how your ufe and beauty *s loft, 
When rigorous winter binds you up with froft. 

Tell her» her beauties and her youth, like theei 
Hafte without ftop to a devouring Tea ; 
Where they will mix'd and undiftinguifh'd lie 
With all th^ meaneii things that die} 

As in the ocean thbu 

No privilege doft know 
Above th* impureft ftreams that thither flow. 

Tell her, kmd flood 1 when this has made her fad, * 

Tell her there *s ytt one remedy to be had : 

Shew her how .thou, though long fince paft, doft And • • 

Thyfelf yet ftill behind i 

Marriage (fay to her) will bring 

About the felf-fame thing. 
But ihe* f^nd maid, (huts and iisals^up the fpring. 

LOVE GIVEN OVER.. 

IT is enough j enough of time and pain 
Haft thou confumM in vain ; 
Leave, wretched Cowley ! leave 
Thyfelf with fhadows to deceive ; 
Think that already loft which thou muft never gain. 
Vx)fc^ L. Y Tbret 
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Three of thy lufticft and thy frcfl^cft years 

(TofsM in ft^rma of hopes and fe^} 

Like helplefs (hips that be 

Set on fire i* th' midft oVthe fea. 
Have all beev Inimt in love, and all been drownM in 
tears. 

Refolve then on it, and hy force or art 

Free thy unlucky heart j 

Since Fate does difapprove 

Tb' ambition of thy love. 
And not one ftar in heaven offers to take (ky part. 

If e'er I clear my heart from this defire. 
If e'er it home to its breaft retire. 
It ne'er fliall wander more about, 
Though thoufand beauties call it out : 

A lover burnt like me for ever dreads the fii*e» 

The pox, the plague, and every fraall difeafe. 

May come as oft as iil-fate plea& i 

But death and love are never found 

To give a (econd wound^ 
We 're by thofe ferpents bit, but we 're devour*d by 
thefe. 

Alas ! what comfort is 't- that I am grown 

Secure of being again o'erthrown ? 

Since fuch an enemy neeis not fear 

Left any elfe ftiould quarter there, 

Who has not only iack'd, but quite burnt down, the 

town, 

A F 0£ M 



t !»J 3 

(i P O E M^ 

ON THE LATE 

CIVIL WAR*. 



THE PUBLISHER TO THE READ£R. 1^79. 

MEeting accidentally with this potm in manu« 
fcript, and being informed that it was a piece> 
of the incomparable Mr. A. C*s, I thought it unjuft 
to hide fuch a treafure from the world. I remembered 
that our author, in his preface to his works f, makes 
mention of fome poems written by him on the lata 
civil war» of which the following copy Is queftionably 
a part. In his moft impei^fc^ and unfinifhed pieces^ 
you will difcover the hand of fo great a maftcr. And 
(whatever his own modefty might have advifcd to the 
contrary) theix it not one carelefs (Iroke of his but 
what Ihould be kept facred to pofterity. He could 
write nothing that was not worth the preferving, be- 
ing habitually apoeti and always infpired. In this 
piece the judicious reader will find the turn of the 
vcrfe to be his } the (kmt copious and lively imagery 
of fancy, the fame warmth of pafllon and delicacy of 
wit| that fparkles in all his writings. And ceiiainly 

* This and the two following Poems are not given 
with certainty as CowIey*s, They have been afcribed 
to him; are puflibl^r genuine) and therefore are pre* 
fervcd in this colle^ion. N, 

t See p. i4 of this Volume, 

Ya !)• 
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J10 labours of a genius To rich in itfelf, and Co cuItT. 
vated with learning and mannersj, can prove an un- 
welcome prefent to the world. 

WHAT rage does England from itfelf divide* 
More than the feas from all the world befide ? 
From every part the roaring cannons play. 
From every part blood roars as loud as they. 
What Englilh ground but ftill fome moifture beari> 
Of young men's blood, and more of mothers* tears f 
What air 's unthicken'd with the fighs of wives. 
Though more of maids for their dear lovers' lives ? 
Alas ! what triumphs can this viftory fhew, 
' That dyes us red in blood and blufhes too ! 
How can we wifli that conqueft, which beftows 
Cyprefs, not bays, upon the conquering brows ? 
It was not fo when Henry's dreadful. name, 
Not fword, nor caufe, whole nations overcame^ 
To fartheft Weft did his fwift conquefts mn, 
Kor did his glory fct but with the fun. 
In vain did Roderic to his hold retreat. 
In vain had wretched Ireland call'd him great ^ 
Ireland ! which now moft bafely we begin 
To labour more to lofe than he to win. 
It was not fo when in the happy Eaft, 
Richard, our Mars, Venus's IHe poifeft : 
'Gainft die proud Moon he th' Engli/h crofs difplay'd, 
Eclips'd one horn, and th' other paler madej 
When our dear lives we ventur d bravely there, 
And digg'd our own to gain Chrift'j fepulchrc, 

Thit 
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That facred tomb, which, fliould we no«r enjoy. 
We (hould with at much zeal fight to deftroy \ 
The precious figns of our dead Lord we fcorn, 
And fee hit croft worfe than hit body torn | 
We hate it now both for the Greek and Jew, 
To ut *tis foolifhnefs and fcandal too. 
To what with worihip the fond Papift falls. 
That the fond zealot a curtM idol callt : 
So, *twixt their double madnefti here *t the odJt, 
One maket falfe deviU, toother makes makes falfe gods. 

It was not fo when Edward piov'd his caufe, 
By a fword ftronger than the Salique lawt, 
Tho' fetch*d from Pharamond j when the French did fight, 
With women^s hearta, againft the women's right. 
Th* afflifled ocean his firft conqueft bore, 
And drove red waves to the fad Gallic fhore : 
As if he *ad angry with that element been, 
Which hit wide foul bound with an idand in. 
Where *8 now that fpirit with which at Crefley we. 
And ^oi6liert, forc'd from P'ate a vi6lory P 
Two ki^gt at once we brought fad captives home, 
A triumph fcarcely known to ancient Rome I 
Two foreign kings } but now, alas ! we ftrive, 
Our own, our own good fovereign to captive ! 

It wat not fo when Agincourt was won ^ 
Under great Henry fervM the rain and fun t 
A nobler fight the fun himfcif ne'er knew. 
Not when ,he flopped his courfe a fight to view 1 
Then Death*t old archer did more ikilful grow. 
And learn'd to (boot more fure from th' Englifh bow ; 
V 3 ThcB 
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Then Fnnce wss her own ftory fadly taught, 
.And felt how Ccfar and how Edward fought. 

It wa« not (b when that vaft fktt of Spain 
•Lay torn and fcatterM on the Engli/h main i 
Through the proud world a virgin terror ftrook j 
The Auftrian crowns, and Rome^s feven hilU, Ihefhook ( 
To her great Neptune homag'd all hie ffreams, 
And all the wide-ftretchM ocean wai her Thamci, 
Thui our forefathers fought, thus bravely bled. 
Thus fttll they live, whilft we alive are dead { 
Such a^ls they did, that Rome, and Cssfar too. 
Might envy thofe whom once they did fubdue. 
We *re not their ofIapring{ Cure our heralds lye ; 
But born we know not how, as now we die $ 
Their precious blood we could not venture thus t 
Some Cadmus, fure, fowM ferpents* tecih for us | 
We could not elfe by mutual fury fall, 
Whilft Rhine and Seqiian for our armies call i 
Chufe war or peace, you have a prince, you know. 
As fit for both, as both are fit for you i 
Furious as lightning, when war*s tempeft came. 
But calm in peace, calm ai a lambent flame. 

Have you forgot thofe happy years of late, 
That faw nought ill, but us that were ingrate | 
Such years, as if earth^s youth returned had been, 
And that old fbrpent Time had caft his (kin ? 
As glorioufly and gently did they move. 
As the bright fiin that meafurcs them above j 
Then only in books the learnM could mifcty fee. 
And the up]earn-*d ne'er heard of m'lftry. 

Then 
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Thrti happy James with as deep quiet reignM, 
As in his heavenly throne, by death, he gainM $ 
And, left this blcfTing wirh his life (hould ceafe. 
He left us Charles, the pledge of future peace } 
Charles, under whom, with much ado, no lefs 
Than fixteen years, we eiidur'd our happinefs j 
Till in a moment, in the North, we find 
A tempeft conjur'd up without a wind. 
As foon the North her kindnefs did repent } 
Firft the peace -maker, and next war, (he fent. 
Juft Tweed, that now had with long peace forgot 
On which fide dwelt the Englifh, which the Scot» 
Saw glittering arms fhine fadly on his face, 
Whilft all th* affrighted fi(h fank down apace. 
No blood did then from this dark quarrel grow^ 
It gave blunt wounds, that bled not out till now I 
For Jove, who might have us'd his thundering powep^ 
Chofe to fall calmly in a golden fhower I 
A way we found to conquer, which by none 
Of all our thrifty anceftors was known $ 
So ftrangely prodigal of late we are. 
We there buy peace, and here at home buy war» 
How could a v/ar fo fad and barbarous pleafe. 
But firft by flandering thofe bleft days of peace ? 
Through all the cxcrements^ of ftate they pry. 
Like empVicks, to find out a malady ; 
And then with defperate boldnefs they endeavour,* 
Th' ague to cure by bringing-in a fever ; 
The way is fure to expel fome ill, no doubt ; 
Tke plague, we know, drives all difeafes out» 
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' What ftrange wild fears did every morning breed. 
Till a ftrange fancy made us fick indeed ! 
And cowardice did valour's place fupply. 
Like thofe that kill themfelves for fear to die I 
What frantic diligence in thefe men appears. 
That fear all ills» and a£l d'er all their fears I 
Thus iilto war we fcar'd ourfelves ; and who 
But Aaron's Tons, that the firft trumpet blew ? 
Fond men ! who knew not that they were to keep 
For God, and not for facrifice, their fheep 1 
The churches firft this murderous do5lrine fow. 
And learn, to kill, as well as bury> now % 
The marble tombs where our forefathers Iie» 
Sweated with dread of too much company^ 
And all their deeping aflies (hook for fear. 
Left thoufand ghofts (hould come and (hroud them there. 

Petitions next from every town they frame. 
To be reftorM to them from whom they came t 
'I'he fame ftyle all,'and the fame fenfe,does pen, 
Alas ! they' allow fct forms of prayer to men. 
Oh happy we, if men would neither hear 
Their ftudied form, nor God their fudden prayer. 
They will be heard, and, in unjufteft wife. 
The many-headed rout for juftice cries j 
They call for blood, which now I' fear does call 
For blood again, much louder than they all. 
In fenfelefs clamours, and confofed noife. 
We loft that rare, and yet unconquer'd voice t 
*So, when the facred Thracian lyre was drtwn'd 
•In the Biftonian women's mixed found. 

The 
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'^he wondering ftones, that came before to heart 
Forgot thcmfelvesy and turnM his mjirderers there. 
The fame loud ftorm blew the grave mitre down { 
It blew down that, and with it ftook the crown* 
Then fird a ftate, without a church, begun } 
• Comfort thyfelf, dear church I for then 'twas done. 
The fame great ftorm to fea great Mary drove $ 
The fea could not fuch dangerous tempeds move : 
•The fame drove Charles into the North, and then 
Would readilier far have driven him back again. 
To fly from noife of tumults is no (hame $ 
Ne'er will their armies force them to the fames 
They all his caftles, all his towns, invade. 
He "s a large prifoner in all England made I 
He mnft not pafs to Ireland's weeping ihore $ 
Tlie wounds thefe furgeons make muft yield them more « 
'He muft not conquer his lewd rebels there. 
Left he ihould learn by that to do it here. 
The fea they fubjeft next to their command ; 
The fea, that crowns our kings and all their land. 
Thus poor they leave him, their bafe pride and fcorn. 
As poor as thefe, now mighty men, were bom : 
When ftrait whole armies meet in Charles's rights 
How no man knows, bat here they are, and fight. 
A man would fwear, that faw this alter'd ftate, 
-Kings were caird gods becaufe they could create 
Vain men j 'tis Heaven this firft aillftance brings. 
The fame is Lord of Hofts that 's King of Kings. 
Had men forfook him, angels* from above 
<(Th^ Afl'yrian did lefs their juAicc move) 

wouia 
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Would all have nrallerM in hit righteous otdy 
And thunder *gaiinft your cannon would have played. 
It needi not to, for man defires to right 
AbusM mankind, and wretches yo\i muft fight* 

Wor*fter firft faw 't, and trembled at the view ^ 
Too well the ills of civil war fhe knew. 
Twice did the flames of old her towels invade. 
Twice caird fhe in vain for her own Severn*! atd« 
Here firf^ the rebel winds began to roar, 
Brake loofe from the ju4( fetters whieh they bore ; 
Here mutinoua waves above their fhore did fwell* 
And the firfl fiorm of that dire winter fell. 
But when the two great brethren once appeared. 
And their bright heads, like Leda's offspring, rear'd {. 
When thofe feti-calming fbns from Jove were fpied. 
The \^inds all fled, the waves all funk and died t 
How fought great Rupert, ^ith what rage and flcill I* 
Enough to have conquefd had his caufe been ill I 
Comely young man ! and yet his dreadful fight 
The rebels' blood to their faint hearts does fright. 
In vain, alas ! it fceks fo weak defence j 
For his keen (word brings it again from thence. 
Yet grieves he at the laurels thence he borej 
Alas, poor Prince I they MI fight with htm no more $ 
His virtue* *I1 be eclips'd with too much fame,. 
Henceforth He will not conquer, but his Name. 
Here — * with tainted blood the field did (tain, 
By his own facrilege, and 's country's curfes, (lain. 
The fxrfk commander did Heaven's vengeance fhew^ 
Aqd led the rabeli'' van to fhades below. 

Oa 
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On two fair hills both armies next are feen^ 
Th* affrighted valley iighs and fvreats between } 
Here Angels did with fair expe6lance ilay, 
And wiihM good things to a king as mild as they | 
There Fiends with hunger waiting did abide. 
And curfed both, but fpurr*d-on th' guilty fide* 
Here ftood Religion, her looks gently fage. 
Aged, but much more comely for her age 1 
There Schifm, old hag, tho* feeming young» appears^ 
As fnakes by cafting ikins renew their years j 
Undecenc rags of feveral dyes (lie wore, 
And in her hand torn liturgies (he bore. 
Here Loyalty an hnmble crofs difplayM, 
And ftill, as Charles pafsM by, (he bowM and pray'd. 
Sedition there her crimfon banner fpreads, 
Shakes all her hands, and roars with all her heads t 
Her knotty hairs were with dive ferpents twift,. 
And every ferpent at each other hifsM. 
Here ftood white Truth, and her own hoft does blefs^ 
Clad with thofe arms of proof, her nakednefs ) 
There perjuries like cannons roar aloud. 
And lyes flew thick, like cannons* fmoky cloud, 
Here Learning and th* Arts met $ as much they fear'd 
As when the Hunns of old and Goths appear*d. 
What (hould they do ? Unapt themfelves to (ight» 
They promisM noble pens the a^s to write. 
There Ignorance advancM, and joy*d to fpy 
So many that durft fight they know not why ; 
From thofe who moft the flow-fourd monks difdain» 
From ihofc (he hopes the monks* dull age again. 

Hert 
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Here Mercy waits, with fad but gentle look. 

Never, alas ! had flic lier Charles forfook I 

For mercy on lier friends, to Heaven ftie cries, 

Whilft Juftice pulls down vengeance from the flcies. 

OppreiHon there. Rapine, and Murder, ftood. 

Ready, as was fhe field, to drink their blood ; 

A thoufand wronged ipirits aroongft them moan d» 

And thrice the ghoft of mighty Strafford groanM. 
Now fiew their cannon thick through wounded air. 

Stilt to defend, and kill, their fovereign there. 

More than he diem, the bullets fear'd his head^ 

And at his feet lay innocently dead } 

They knew not what thofe men that fent them meant. 

And a£led their pretence, not their intent. 

This was the day, this the firftday, that fhewM 

How much to Charles for our long peace we ow'd s 
By'his (kill here, and fpirit, we underflood, 

-From war nought kept him but his country's good. 
In his great looks what cheaiful anger fhone! 
Sad war, and joyful triumphs, mix'd in one. 
In the fame beams of his majeftic eye. 
His own men life, his foes did death, effy. 
Great Rupert this, that wing great Wilmot leads, , 
White-feather'd Conqueft flies o'er both their heads. 
They charge, as if alone they 'd beat the foe, 
AVhether their troops foUow'd them up or no. 
They follow clofe, and hafte into the fight. 
As fwift as ftrait the rebels make their flight. 
So fwift the mifcreants fly, as if each fear 
And jealoufy they friun'd had met them there. 

Thcj 
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They heard war'l mufic, and away they flew, 
The trumpets fright worfe than the organs do. 
Their fouls, which ftill new bye-ways do invent,^ 
Out at their wounded backs pervcrfely went. 
Purfue no more j ye noble viftors, ftay, 
Left too much conqueft lofe fo brave a day ! 
For ftill the battle foundi behind, and Fate 
Will not give. all j but fets ui here a rate » 
Too dear a rate ihe ftti j and we muft pay 
One honeft man for ten fuch knaves as they. 
Streams of black, taintcd.blood the field befmcar, 
But pure, welKcolour'd drops fhine here and thercj 
They fcom to mix with floods of bafcr veins, 
Juft as the nobler moifturc oil difdains. 
Thus fearlefs Lindfey, thus bold Aubigny,, 
Amidft the corpfe of flaughter'd rebels lie;* 

More honourably than e'er was found, 

With troops of living traitors circled round. 
Reft, valiant fouls, in peace ! ye facred pair,. 
And all whofe deaths attended on you thcre^. 
You 're kindly welcomed to heaven's peaceful coaft. 
By all the reverend martyrs' noble boft » 
Your foaring fouls they meet with triumph, all 
Led by great Stephen their old general. 

Go, „ now prefer thy flourifliing ft^te 

Above thofe murder'd heroes' doleful fate 3 
Enjoy that life which thou durft bafely fave. 
And thought'ft a faw-pit nobler than a grave. 
Thus many favM themfelves, and night the reft, 
Itight, th^t agrees with their dark aftions bcft. 

A difmal 
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A difmal (hade did heaven*8 fad face o*erflpWy . 
Bark as the night (lain rebels found below i 
No gentle ftars their chearful glories rear*d> 
A(hamM they were at what was done, and fear*d 
Left wicked men their bold excufe (hould frame 
From fome ftrange influence, and fo vail their ihame* 
To Duty thus. Order and Law incline^ 
They who ne'er err from one eternal line 3 
As juft the ruin of thefe men they thoughti 
As Sifera*s was, 'gainft whom themfelves had fought* 
Still they rebellions* ends remember well, 
Since Lucifer the great, their (hining captain, fell. 
For this the bells they ring, and not in vain $ 
Well might they all ring out for thoufands (lain z 
For this the bonfires their glad iightners fpread» 
When funeral flames might more beAt their dead t 
For this with folemn thanks they tire their Godf 
And, whillt they feel it, mock th' Almighty's rod ; 
They proudly now abufe his juftice more, 
Than his long mercies they abus'd before. 
Yet thefe the men that true religion boad, 
The pure and holy, holy, holy, hod ! 
What great reward for fo much zeal is given ? 
Why, Heaven has thankM them fmce as they tbank'd 
Heaven. 
Witnefs thou Brentford, fay, thou ancient town» 
How man^ in thy ftreets fell groveling down t 
Witnefs the red-coats weltering in their gore, 
And dy'd anew into the same they bore ; 

X Wjtnc6 



<)N THE LATE CIVIL WAJ^. ,35 
Witnefs tbeir men blow^d up into the air 
{All elemei^ts their ruins jjoyM to fbare) $ 
In the wide air qiiiclc flames thctr bodies tore^ 
Then, drown'd in wave«, they 're toft by waves to (horet 
Witnefs thou Thames, thou waft amaz'd to iee 
<Men madly run to fave thenvfelves in thee $ 
In vain, for rebels', lives thou would'ft not fave. 
And down they funk beneath thy conquering wave. 
•Good, reverend Thames ! the beft-belov'd of all 
Thofe noble blood that meet^at Neptune's hall $ 
London's proud towers, which do thy head adorn, 
Are not thy glory now, but grief and fcoin. 
Thou griev'ft to fee the white-nam'd palace (hine. 
Without the beams of its own lord and thine : 
Thy lord, which is to all as good and free. 
As thou, kind flood ! to thine own banks canft be. 
How does thy peaceful back difdain to bear 
The rebels' bufy pride at Weftminfterl 
Thou, who thyfelf doft without murmuring pay 
£temal tribute to thy prince the fea. 

To Oxford next great Charles in triumph came, 
Oxford, the British Muies' fecond fame. 
Here learning with fome ftate and reverence looksy 
And dwells in buildings lafting as her books $ 
Both now eternal, but they 'ad aihes been, 
Had thefe religious Vandals once got in. 
Ndt Bodlcy's noble work their rage would fpare, 
For books they know the chief malignants are* 
In vain they filence evciy age before j 
For pent of time to cone will wound them more ! 

The 
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The temple's decent wealth, and modeft ftate, 
Had fufFerM $ thU their avarice, .that their hate : 
Beggary and fcom into the church they M bring. 
And made God gloriojjs, as they made the king t 
O happy town, tliat to lov'd Charles's fight. 
In thofe fad times,, gav'ft fafety and delight. 
The fate which civil war itfcif doth blefs ! 
Scarce would'ft.thou change for peace. this happinefs.. 
'Midft all the joys which Heaven allows thee here; 

Think on thy fifter, and .then (hed a tear. 
What fights did this fad. winter fee each day. 

Her winds. aad ftorms came not fo thick as they I 

Yet nought thefe far^loft rebels could recall, 

Not Marlborough's nor Cirencefter's fall. 

Yet ftiU for peace the gentle conqueror fues j . 

By his wrath they perifli, yet his love refufc. 

Nor yet is the plain leffon underdood, . 

Writ by kind Heaven in B— and H-r-'s blood. 

Chad and his church faw where their enemy lay. 

And with juft red new-mark'd their holy-day. 

Fond men ! this blow the injured Crofier ftrookj 

Nought was more fit to perifh, but thy book. 

Such fatal vengeance did'wrpng'd Charlegrove ihewj^ , 

Where -^— both begun and ended too 

His curs'd rebellion ; where his feul 's repaid 

With fepara^ion, great as that he made^ 

— , whofe. fpirit mov'd o'er this mighty frame .. 

O' th' Britiih ifle, and out this chaos came. 
— , the mJin .that taught confufion's art 5 
His treafoni reftlefs, and yet noifeleft heart. 
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HU a£live brain like J£ma'& top api^earM, 
Where trcafon 's forgM, yet no noife outward heard» 
'Twas he contrived whate'er bold M — faid, 
And all the popular noife that P — has made ) 
^Twas he tl>at taught tlie zealous rout to rife» 
And be hid llaves tor ibme felgnM liberties 1 
Him for this black defign, hell thought moft fit | 
Ah ! wretched nian, cursM by too good a witl 

If not all this your ftubborn hearts can fright» 
Think on the Weft, think on the Cornifli might ; 
The Sa;co» fury, to that far-ftrctch*d place. 
Drove the tors relics of great Brutus* race 1 
Here thtjy of old did in long fafety lie, 
CompnfsM with feas, and a worfe enemy ; 
Ne>r till this time, ne'er did they meet with foe» 
More cruel and more barbarous than thofe. 
Ye noble Britons, who fo oft with blood 
Of Pagan hods have dy'd old Tamar's flood ^ 
If anyLd^rop of mighty Uther Ik'iU, 
OrlJ.tttCir's mightier ion, your veins does fill } 
Shew tkjen that fpirit, till all men think by yoa 
The (toiibtful tales of your great Arthur true 1 
You *ave Hiewa it, Britons, and have often done 
Things that have chear'd the weary, fetting fun. 
Again did Tamar your dread arms behold. 
As juft and as fuccefsful as the old t 
It kifsM the Cornifh banks, aod vowM to bring 
His richeil waves to feed th* cnfuing fpring } 
But murmur'd fadly, and almoft denyM 
All fruitful moifturc to the Devon fide. i 
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Ye Tons of war, by whofe bold a^s we fee 
How great a thing exalted man may be ; 
The world remaint your debtor, that at yet 
Ye have not all gone forth and conquerM it. 
I knew that Fate fome wonders for you meant. 
When matchlefs Hopton to your coaftt flie fent $ 
Hopton ! fo wife, he needs not Fortune^s aid. 
So fortunate, his wifdom *s ufelefs made : 
Should his fo'often-tryM companions fail. 
His fpirit alone, and couragei would prevail. 
Miraculous man ! how would I fing thy praife. 
Had any Mufe crownM me with half the bays 
Couquefl hath given to thee } and next thy name 
Should Berkeley, Stanning, Digby, prefs to fame. 
Godolphin! thee, thee Grenville ! I*drehearfe^ 
But tears break off my verfe ! — 
How oft has vanquifli'd Stamford backward fled ^ 
Swift as the parted fouls of thofe he led I 
How few did his huge multitudes defeat, 
For moil are cyphers when the number *s great ! 
Kumbers, alas I of men, that made no more 
Than he himfelf, ten thoufand times told o'er. 
Who hears of Strattou-6ght, but muft confeft 
.All that he heard or read before was Icfsj 
Sad Germany can no fuch trophy boaft, 
For all the blood thefe twenty years fhe *a8 loit. 
Vaft was their army, and their arras were more 
Than th' hoft of hundred-handed giants bore. 
So ftrong their arms, it did almoft appear 
Secure, haft seither arms nor men been there* 



tfk 
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In Hopton hrezkt, in break the Cornifh powers. 
Few, and fcarccs arm'd, yet was th' advantage oui"s t 
What doubts could be, their outward ftrength to win» 
When wc bore arras and magazine within } 
The violent fword's outdid the mulket's ire 5 
It ftrook the bones, and there gave dreadful fire : 
Wc fcorn'd their thunder 5 and the reeking blade 
A thicker Anoke than all their cannon made; 
Death and loud tumults fillM the place around 
With fruitlefs rage 5 falPn rebels bite the grounds 
The aiTOS we gainM were wealth, bodies o' th* foe. 
All that a full-fraught viftory can beftow I 
Yet ftays not Hopton thus, but ftill proceeds j 
Purfues himfclf through all his glorious deeds : 
With Hertford and the Prince he joins his fate 
(The Belgian trophies on their journey wait) ; 
The Prince, who oft had chcckM proud W — 's fame,» 
And foolM that flying conqueror's empty namej 
Till by his lofs that fertile tnonfter thriv'd ; 
This ferpent cut in parts rejoinM and liv'd : 
It liv'd, and would have Hung us deeper yet. 
But that bold Grenville its whole fury met j 
JIc fold, like Dccius, his devoted breath, 
And left the commonwealth heir to his death. 
Hail, mighty ghoft! look from on high, and fee 
How much our hands and fwords remember thee ! 
At Round way Heath, our rage at thy great fall 
Whet all our fpirtts, and made us Grenvilles all. 
One thoufand horfe beat all their numerous power j 
jileli^.me I and where was then their conqueror? 
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Coward of fame, he flie« in bafte away ; 
Men, arms, and naDie, leaves us, the vi£lors* prey* 
"What meant thofc iron regiments which be brought^ 
That moving ftatues feemM, and fo they fought ? 
No way for death but by difeafe appeared; 
Cannon, and mines, and iiege, they fcarccly fear'*d : 
Till, ^gainft all hopes, they prov'd in this fad fight 
Too weak to iland, and yet too flow for flight. 
The Furies howl'd aloud through trembling air j 
Th^ aflonifliM fnakes fell fadly from their hair : 
To Lud*s proud town their hafty flight they took. 
The towers and temples at their entrance fiiook. 
In vain their lofs they' attempted to difguife. 
And muftered up new troops of fruit] efs lyes : 
God fought himfelf, nor could th' event be lefs ; 
Bright Conqueft walks the fields in all her drefs. 
Could this white day a gift more grateful bring ? 
Oh yes ! it brought blefs'd Mary to the Kingl 
In Keynton field they met ; at once they view 
Their former viftory, and enjoy a new j 
Keynton, the place that Fortune did approve. 
To be the noblefl fcene of war and love. 
Through the glad vale ten thoufand Cupids fled. 
And chac'd the wandering fpirits of rebels dead| 
Still the lewd fcent of powder did they fear. 
And fcatterM eaftem fmell» through all the air. 
Look, happy mount ! look well ! for this it flie^ 
That toilM and traveled for thy vi£lory : 
Thy flourifliing head to her with reverence bow; 
To her thou pw'ft that fame wluch crowns thee now. 

From 
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From far-ftretch^d lhar«i tb«y felt her fpiat 9^d mights 
J Priaccf and God at any diftance iight. 
At her return well might flie* a conqueft hare I 
Whofe very abiencc fueh a conqu«(l gave.-— 
This in the Weft| nor did the liorth beftow 
Lefs caufe their ufual gratitude to fliow 1 
With much of ftate bi*ave Cavendifh led theui foitb» 
As fwift and fierce as temped from the north { 
Cavendifh ! whom every Grace, and every Mufe» 
KifsM at hi» birth, and for their own did chulct 
So good a wit they meant not fliould excel 
In arm$ \ but now they fee *t, and like it well ) 
So large ii that rich empire of his heart, 
Well may they reft contented with a part. 
How foon he forced the northern clouds to flighti 
And ftruck confufion into fonn and light I 
Scarce did the Power Divine in fewer days 
A peaceful world out of a chaos raife. 
Bimdford and Leeds propM up their fmkiog fame s 
They braggM of bofts, and Fairfax was a name. 
Leeds, Bradford, Fairfax* powers ai-e ftiait their owfi| 
As quickly as they vote men overthrown \ 
Bootes from his wain lookM down below, 
Ai^d faw our vi6lory move not half fo ilow, 
I fee the gallant Earl breajc through the foes | 
In duft and fweat how gloriouHy he (bows I 
I fee him lead the pikes | what will hf do i 
Defend him. Heaven I oh, whither will he go f 
Up to the "Cannons' mouth he leads I in vain 
They fpeak loud death, and throaten, till |iicy *re ta'ea. 
Z 3 So 
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So Capaneus two armies fiird with wonder* 

When he charged Joye, and grappled with his thunder s 

Both hofts with filence and with terror ihook. 

As if not he» but they, were thunder*ftrook. 

The courage here, and boldnefs, was no lefs | 

Only the caufe was better, and fuccefs. 

Heaven will let nought be by their cannon done« 

Since at Edgehill they fmn'd, and Burlington. 

Go now, your ftlly calumnies repeat, 

And make all Papifts whom you cannot beat ! 

Let the world know fome way, with whom you 're vext. 

And vote them Turks when they overthrow you next ! 

Why will you die, fond men t why will you buy 

At this fond rate your country's flavery ? 

Is 't liberty ? What arc thofc threats we hear ? • 

Why do you thus th' old and new prifon fill ? 

When that 's the only why i becaufe you will ? 

Fain would you make God too thus tyrannous be. 

And damn poor men by fuch a ftiff decree. 

Is 't property T Why do fuch numbers, then, 

From God beg vengeance, and lelicf from men ? 

Why are th' eftates and goods (Viz'd-on, of all 

Whom covetous or malicious men mifcall f 

What '& more our own than our own lives ? But ok 

Could Yeoman s or could Bburchier find it fo ? 

Th^ barbarous coward, always usM to fly. 

Did know no other way to fee men die. 

* A line is here evidently wanting ; but the dcfeft i$ 
in »11 the copin hithesto known. N» 

Of 
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Or is 't religion ? What then mean your lyes, 
Your facrileges, and pulpit-blafphemies ? 
W^hy are all fedls let loofe that ere had birth, 
Since Luther*8 noife wakM the lethargic earth ? 
The Author *went no further, 

THE PURITAN AND THE PAPIST, 
A Satire 

SO two rude waves, by ftorms together thrown. 
Roar at each other, fight, and then grow one. 
Religion is a circle \ men contend, 
And run the round in difpute, without end { 
Now, in a circle, who go contrary, 
Muft, at the laft, meet of necefTity. 
The Roman Catholic, to advance the caufe, 
Allows a lye, and calls it Pia Fraus ; 
The Puritan approves and does the fame, 
Di (likes nought in it but the Latin name t 
He flows with his devices, and dares lye^ • 
In very deed, in truth, and verity. 
He whines, and fighs-out lyes with fo mudvruth, . 
At if he griev'd 'caufe he could ne'er fpeak 'ti-uth. 
Lyes have poiTefsM the prefs io^ as their due, 
*Twill fcarce, I fear, henceforth print Bibles' true. 
Lyes for their next ftrong fort ha' th' pulpit chofe ; 
There they throng out at th* preaeher*s mouth and noi«» 
And, howe>r grofs, are certain to beguile 
The poor book-turners of the middle iHe \ 
Nay, to th* Almighty's felf they have been boldv ' 
To lye 3 and their blafphemous minifter tokl> 

Z ifc.,. Thc-y.-. 



344- COWLEY'S POEMS, 

They might fay falfe to God j for if they were 

Beaten, he knew 't not, for he was not there. 

But God, who their great tbankfulnefs did fee. 

Rewards them ftrait with another vi6lory. 

Tuft fuch an one as Brentford j and, fans doubt^ 

Will weary, ere 't be Ipng, their gratitude out. 

Not all the legends of the faints of old. 

Not vaft Baronius, nor fly S^riiK, hold 

Such plenty of apparent lyes as are . , 

In your own author, Jo, Browne, Cleric. Par. 

Befides what your fmall poets faid or writ, 

Brookes, Strode, and the baron of the faw-pit ; 

With many a mental refervation, 

You '11 maintain liberty :— .Referv'd " your own."' 

For th' public good tlie fums raisM you '11 dilburfe^ 

— Referv'd " the greater part, for your own purfc." 

You '11 root the Cavaliers out, every man 5 

—Faith, let it be Referv'd here «* if ye can." 

You '11 make our gracious Charles a glorious king ; 

—Referv'd ** in heaven" — for thither ye would bring 

His royal head ; the only fecure room 

For kings ; where fuch as you will never come. 

To keep th' eftates o' th' fubje6ls you pretend j 

—Referv'd" in your own trunks." You will defend 

The church of England, 'tis your proteftation ; 

But that *• " New'^ -England by a fmall Refervatloi^ 

Power of difpenfing oaths the Papifts claim j 
Cafe hath got leave of God to do the fame : 
For you do hate all fwearing fo, that when 
You Ve fworn an oadi| ye break it ftrait again* 

Acurfe 
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A curTe upon you ! which hurts moft thefe nations, 
Cavalier^ fwfcaring, ax your protcftations ? 
Nay, tliough oaths be by you fo much abhor'd, 
Y' allow " God damn me** in the Puritan Lord. • 

They keep the Bible from laymen 5 but ye 
Avoid this, for ye have no laity. 
They In a foreign and unknown tongue pray, 
You in an unknown fenfe your prayers fay j 
So that this difference 'twixt you does enfue,-^ 
F\>ol8 underftand not them, not wife men you. 

They an unprofitable zeal have got 
Of invpcating faints, that hcvir them not j 
'T^'ere well you did foj nought may more be fear'd, 
In your fond prayers, than that they fliould be heard. 
To them your nonfcnfe well enough might pafs, 
*rhey M ne*cr foe that i* th' divine -looking-glafs. 
Nay, whether you M worfhip faints is not known. 
For ye 'ave as yet, of your religion, none. 

They by good -works think to be jullify*d i 
You into the fame error deeper Aide ; 
You think by works too j uftify'd to be, 
And thofe ill -works— lyes, treafon, perjury. 
But, oh I your faith is mighty; that hath been« 
As true faith ought to be, of things unfccn » 
At Wor'fter, Brentford, and Edgehill, wc fee, 
.Only by faith, yc 'ave got the vit^ory. 
Such is your faith, and fome fuch unfccn way 
The public faith at laft your debts will pay. 

They hold free-v^ill (that nought their fouls may 
bind) 
Ai the great privilege of all mankind t 

You 
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You 're here more moderate s for 'tLs your intent 
To make 't a privilege but of parliament. 
They forbid priefts to marry : . you worfe do j 
Their .marriage you allow, yet punifh too; 
For you 'd make priefts fo poor, that upon all 
Who marry fcorn and beggary muft fall. 

They a bold power o'er facred fcriptures take. 
Blot out fome claufes, and fome new ones make i 
Your gjreat lord Jefuit Brookes publickly faid 
(Brookes, whom too little learning hath made mad^,. 
That to correft the Creed ye (hould do well. 
And blot-out Cbrift's defcending into hell. 
Repent, wild man ! or you '11 ne'er change, I fear. 
The fentence of your own defcending there. 

Yet modeftly they ufe the Creed ; for they 
Would take the Lord's-Prayer root and branch away i 
An4 wifely faid a Levite of our nation. 
The Lord's-Prayer was a Popifli innovation. 
Take heed, you '11 grant ere long it ihould be (aid. 
An 't be but to defire your daily bread. 

They keep the people ignorant : and you 
Keep both the people and yourfelves fo too. 
They blind obedience and blind duty teach t 
Ypu blind rebellion and blind fa^ion preachj 
Nor caii I blame you much, that ye advance 
That which can only, fave you, Ignorance j 
Though, Heaven be prais'd! 't ha^ oft been prjoved 

well, 
.Youi: jgnorancc is not invincible ; 

Nay> 
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Nay, fuch bold lyet to God himfelf ye vauntu 
As if you M faih keep him too ignorant. 

Limbus and Purgatory they believe. 
For lefler finnert } that iS| I conceive^ 
Malignants only t you thU trick does pleafc; 
For the fame caufe ye Ve made new Limbufei^ 
Where we may lie imprifon'd long, ere we 
A day of judgment in your courts fliall fee. 
But Pym can, like the Pope, with this difpenfe^ 
And for a bribe deliver fouls from thence. 

Their councils claim infallibility t 
Such muft your Conventicle-fynod be j 
And teachers from all parts of th* earth ye call« 
To make *t a Council Oecumenical, 

They feveral times appoint from meats* t' abftain f 
You now for th* Iriili wars a fait ordain | 
And, that that kingdom might be Aire to fa((» 
Ye take a courfe to ftarve them all at laft i 
Nay, though ye keep no eves, Fridays, nor Lent^ 
Noit to drefs meat on Sundays you *re content i 
Then you repeat, repeat, and pray, and pray. 
Your teeth keep fabbath, and tongues working-day* 

They preferve relicks i you have few or, none^ 
Unl^s the clout fent to John Pym be one | 
Or Holles's rich widow, fhe who carry'd 
A relick in her womb before (he marryM. 

They in fucceeding Peter take a pride i 
$0 do you ) for your mafter ye *ave denyM* 
But chipfly Peter^s privilege ye choofe» 
At your own wills to bind and to unloofe. 
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He wa»a fiflicrman j you *11 be fo too, 
When nothing but your (hips are left to you i 
He went to Rome 5 to Rome you backward ride 
(Though botli your goings are by feme dcnyM) 
Nor is *t a contradiaion, if we fay, 
Vou go to Rome the quite contrary way. 
He dyM o' th' crofs ; that death 's unufual now, 
The gallows is moft like *t, and that 's for you. 

They love church-mu/ic j it offends your fenfe. 
And therefore ye have fung it out from thence j 
Which ihews, if right your mind be underftood, 
^ ou hate it not as mufic, but as good : 
Vour.madncfs makes you fing as mnch as they 
Dance who are bit with a Tarantula. 
But do not to yourfelves, alas ! appear 
The moft religious traitors that e'er were, 
Becaufe yow troops finging of pfalms do go, 
1 here ^s many a traitor has marchd Holbom ib. 
Nor.was ^t your wit this holy projea bore j 
Tweed and the Tyne have feen thofe tricks befb«. 

They of ftrange miracles and wonders tell : 
You are yourfelves a kind of miracle , 
Ev'n Jiich a miracle as in writ divine 
We read o'^h' devil's hurrying down the fwinc. 
They have made images to fpeak ; ^tis faid, 
1 ou a dull image have your Speaker made j 
And, that your bounty in offerings might abound. 
Ye ave to-that idol giv'n fix thoufend poimd. 

Tilt'?"' i"f'' *^^y ''^' '^^'^ y ^^^ 
To differ, I confeft-you kt them in. 

They 
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They maintain tranfubdantiatioo i 
You, by a coptrary philolbphers'-ftonc, 
To tranfubftantiutc metals have the (kill, 
Anil turn the kingdom's gold to ir'n and fteel. 
V th* facrament ye differ) but 'tis noted, 
Bread muft be flefli, wine blood, if e'er 't be voted. 

They make the Pope their head ; y' exalt for him^ 
Primate and metropolitan, mafter Pym ; 
Nay, White, who fits i' th* infallible chair, 
And moft infallibly fpeaks nonfenfe there ; 
Nay, Cromwell, Pur)', Whilllcr, Sir John Wriy, 
He who does fay, and fay, and fay, and fay } 
Nay, Lowry, who docs new church -government wifli^ 
And prophefics, like Jonas, *midft the iiih i 
Who can fuch various bufmefs wifely fway, 
Handling both herrings and bi(hops in one day t 
Nay, all your preachers, women, boys, and men» 
From maimer Calamy to miftrefs Vcn, 
Are perfe6l Popes, in their own parifti, grown | 
For, to out'do the ()ory of pope Joan, 
Your women preach too, and are like to be 
The whores of Babylon as much as (he. 

They dcpofe kings by force 1 by force you M do it^ 
But firft ufe fair means to perfuade them to it. 
They dare kill kings 1 and 'twixt ye here 'e the ftrifei 
That you dare ihoot*at kings to fave their life 1 
And what *a the difference, pray, whether he fall 
By the Pope*s Bull or your Ox general f 
Three kingdoms thus ye ftrive to make your own* 
And| like the Pope, ufurp a triple crown, 

S Such 
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Such is your faith, fuch your religion ; 
Let *ft view your man iters now, and then I *ve done. 
Your covctoufnefe let gafping Ireland tell, 
"Where firft the Irifli lands, and next ye fell 
^he Englifli blood, and raife rebellion here 
"With that which fliould fupprefs and quench it there. 
;What mighty fums have ye fqucez'd out o' th' city I 
Enough to make them poor, and fomething witty. 
Excife, loans, contributions, poll-monies. 
Bribes, plunder, and fuch parliament privileges. 
Arc words which you ne'er learnt in holy writ. 
Till th' Spirit, and your Synod, mended it. 
Where 's all the twentieth part now, which hath been 
Paid you by fome, to forfeit the nineteen ? 
Where 's all the goods diftrain'd, and plunders paftf 
For you *re grown wretched pilfering knaves at laft^ 
Defccnd to brafs and pewter, till of late, 
Like Midas, all ye touched muft needs be plate. 

By what vaft hopes is your ambition fed f 
^Tis writ in blood, and may be plainly read i 
You muft have places, and the kingdom fway { 
The king muft be a ward to your lord Say. 
Your innocent Speaker to the Rolls muft rife; 
Six thoufand pound hath made him proud and wife. 
Kioibolton for his father's place doth call. 
Would be like him j^would be were, face and all i 
Ifaack would always be lord-mayor $ and fo 
May always be, as much as he is now. 
For the Five members, they fo richly thrive, 
That thej would always. be but Memlicrs fivcj 

3 Only 
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Only Pym doth his natural right enforce. 
By th* mother's tide he 's Mailer of the horfe. 
Moft (hall have places by thefe popular tricks. 
The reft muft be content with biftiopricks. 
For *tis *gainft fuperftition you *i« intent } 
Firft to root out that great church-omanient» 
Money and lands : your fwords, alas ! are drawn 
Againft the Bifhop, not his cap, or lawn. 

O let not fuch lewd facrilege begin. 
Tempted by Henry*s rich, fuccefsful fin I 
Henry ! the monfter-king of all that age ; 
Wild in his luft, but wilder in his rage. 
Expe£l not you his fate, though Hotham thrives 

In imitating Henry's tricks for wives ; 

Nor fewer churches hopes, than wives, to fee 

Buried, and then their lands his own to be. 
Ye boundlcfs tyrants I how do you outvy 

Th* Athenians' Thirty, Rome's Decemv^ry I 

In rage, injuftice, cruelty, as far 

Above thofe men, as you in number are. 

What myfteries of Iniquity do we fee t 

New prifons made to defend liberty ) 

Our goods forc'd from us for property's fake; 

And all the real nonfenfe which ye make I 

Ship-money was unjuftly ta'en, ye fay ; 

Unjuftlier far, you take the (hips away. 

The High Commifllon you call'd tyranny : 

Ye did I good God I what is the High Committee ? 

Ye faid that gifts and bribes preferments bought : 

3j nosey and blood too they now are fought. 

T# 
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To the king's will, the laws men flrovc to draw » - ir - j 

The fubje£ls' will is now become the law. 

*Twas fear'd a new religion would bc^in ; I 

All new religions, now, are enterM in. 

The king delinquents to protcft did ftrive : ^ 

What clubs, pikes, halberts, lighters, iav'd the Five I 

You thiyk th' parl'ment like your ftate of graccj 

Whatever fins men do, they keep their place. 

Invalions then were fear'd a^jainli the ftatc j 

And Strode fwore laft year * would be eighty-eight. 

You bring-in foreign aid to your defigns, 

Firft thofe great foreign forces of Divines^ 

With which fhips from America were fraught ;. 

Rather may (linking tobacco ftill be brought 

From thence, I fay : next, ye the Scots invite. 

Which you term brotherly- alliftance, right j 

For England you intend with them to ihare : 

They, who, alas ! but younger brothers are^ 

ISIuft have the monies for their portion j 

The houfes and the lands will be your own. 

We thank you for the wounds which we endure^. 

Whilft fcratches and flight pricks ye icsk to cure ^. 

We thank ^ou for tiiie real fears, at l^ft. 

Which free us from fo many faife ones paft ; 

We thank you for the blood which fats onr coaftf. 

As a juft debt paid to great Strafford's gboflj 

We thank you for the ills receivM, and all 

Which yet by your good care in time we fhallf 

* viz, t6/^i4 
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We thank you,: suid<t>ur gratitude *ft as great 
As yours, when you thank!d God for being beat. 

THE CHARACTER OF AN HOLY-SISTER. 

SHE that can fit three fermons in a day, 
And of thofe three fcarce bear three words away } 
^he that can rob her huA>and, to repair 
A budget-prieft, that nofes a long prayer ; 
She that with lamp-black purifies her (hoes» 
And with half-eyes and Bible foftly goes $ 
She that her pockets with lay-gofpel ftufFs» 
And edifies her looks with little ruffs ; 
She that loves fermons as fhe does the ref(. 
Still ftanding fliff that longeft are the bed ; 
She that will lye, yet fwear fhe hates a lyar. 
Except it be the man that will lie by her; 
She that at chriflenings thtrfleth for more fack. 
And draws the broadefl handkerchief for cake ^ 
She that fings pfalms devoutly next the flreet, 
And beats her maid i* th* kitchin, where none fee *t^ 
She that will fit in fhop for five hours fpace^ 
And regifter the fms of all that pafs. 
Damn at firil fight, and proudly dares to fay» 
That none can poffibly be favM but they 
That hang religion in a naked ear. 
And judge men*s hearts according to their hair ; 
That could afford to doubt, who wrote beft fenfe, 
Mofes, or Dod on the commandements $ 
She that can figh, and cry <• Queen Elizabeth,** 
• il at the Pope, axul fcratch-out " fudden death ;'• 
Vol. I. A a M^ 
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And for a]] tliit can give namknwhft 
This it an hoty'fiiUr^ Tcrii^r* 

THE FORCE OF LOTB. 
rasstRVSD fhom an old manvscri^t* 

THROW an apple op a hill, 
Down the apple tumhlet ftiH | 
Roll it down, it never ilopt 
Till within the vale it drop* t 
80 are all things prone to Lore^ 
All below, and all above. 
Down the mountain flows the ftream^ 
Up afcends the lambent flame | 
Smoke and vapour mount the ikies { 
All preferve their unities } 
Nought below, and nooght above^ 
Seeins averfe, but prone to Love. 
Stop the meteor in its flighty 
Or the orient rays of light ) 
Bid Dan Phoebus not to fliinei 
Bid the planets not incline } 
*Tis as vain, below, above. 
To impede the eowCt of Love* 

Salamanders live in fire. 
Eagles to the flcies afpire. 
Diamonds in their quarries lie^ 
Rivers do, the fea fupply t 

Thus appears, below, above^ 
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Metals grow within the mm, 
Lufcious grapes upon the vine ; 
Still the needle marks the pole } 
Parts are equal to whole i 
''Tis a truth as clear^ that Love 
Quickeni all, below, above. 
Man is bom to live and die. 
Snakes to creep, and birds to fly ) 
Fifhes in the waters rwiro. 
Doves are mild, and lions grim t 
Nature thus, below, above, 
Pu(hc8 all things on to Love. 
Does the cedar love the mountain ? 
Or the thiifty deer the fountain ? 
Does the (hepherd love his crook } 
Or the willow coort the broo|c ? 
Thus by Nature all things move. 
Like a running ftream, to Love. 
Is the valiant hero bold f 
Does the mifer doat on gold ? 
Seek the birds in fpring to pair f 
Breathes the rofe-bud fcented air ? 
Should you this deny, you *11 prove 
Nature is averfe to Love. 
As the wcncher loves a lafs. 
As the toper loves his glafs. 
As the friar loves his cowl. 
Or the miliar loves the toll, 
So^doall, below, above. 
Fly precipitate to Love, 

A ^ t Wht^ 
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When yoong maidens conitihip ihiin^ 
When the moon out-ihinet the fun. 
When the tigers lam)>8 beget. 
When the fnow is black as jet. 
When the planets cea(e to move. 
Then ihall Nature ceafe to Love. 

EPIGRAM, 
ON THE POWER OF LOVE* 

BY Mil. ABRAHAM COWLEY. 

N. B« This is delivered down by tradition as a pro- 
duction of that celebrated poet ; and was fpoken at the 
Weftminfter-School ele6Uon, on the following fubje^l 2 

** NuUis amor eft medicabilis herbis/* Ovid. 

SOL Daphne fees, and feeing her admires. 
Which adds new flames to his celeftial fires s 
Had any remedy for Love been known. 
The god of Phyfici furci had cur'd his own# 
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